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INTRODUCTION. 



The first edition of this volume ap- 
leared in England in 1855, where it was 
printed for private circulation only. Many 
expressions of the interest that has been 
felt in its perusal, and of the value that 
has been attached to the record it con- 
tains, have reached the editor and the 
family of the departed. Several applica- 
tions to allow its publication in America 
have also been received ; and, after serious 
consideration, the editor feels that he 
ought not to withhold his consent. 

In order that it may be more interests 
ing and worthy of the largely-extended 
circulation that it is now likely to obtain, 
additions have been made, and particulars 
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IHTRODCCTION. 



inserted, which a greater lapse of time 
from the occurrence of the events nar- 
rated, seems now to permit. A slight 
thread of biographical notice has also 
been introduced. 

But it is not to this part, which merely 
serves to render the volume more com- 
plete, by enabling the reader to under- 
stand the circumstances by which the 
writer of the Diary was surrounded, but 
to the Diary itself, that the editor desires 
to commend attention, believing that 
those who enjoy to trace the operations 
and effects of Divine grace on the heart 
will find much that is interesting and 
valuable therein, and that the young 
may reap instruction and encouragement 
from the spiritual history of one who 
early and earnestly sought the Lord. 

William Softhall, Jr. 

Edobaston, Birmingham, 2d mo. 12th, 1861. 



BRIEF MEMOIR 



ELIZA SOUTHALL. 



Iliza Sotjthall, wife of "William Southall, 
, of Birmingham, England, and daughter of 
hn and Eliza Allen, was born at Liskeard, on 
6 9th of 6th month, 1823. 

a she felt a strong attachment to the scenes 
f her childhood, and an interest in the people 
ng whom she spent the greater part of her 
i life, — an attachment whicliis evinced many 
3 in the course of her memoranda, — it may 
the American reader to know that 
jard is an ancient but small town in Corn- 
wall. The country around is broken up into 
hill and dale, sloping down to the sea a few 
miles distant, the rocky shores of which are 



6 BBIEF MEMOIR OF 

dotted with fishing-villages ; in an opposite 
direction it swells into granite hillsj in which 
are numerous mines of copper and lead. There 
is a good deal of intelligence, and also of re- 
ligious feeling, to he met with among both the 
miners and fishermen, Cornwall having been 
the scene of a great revival in religion in the 
time of John Wesley, the effects of which have 
not been suffered to pass away. A meeting of 
Friends has been held at Liskeard from an 
early period in the history of the Society ; but, 
as in many other coxintry places in England, 
the numbers seem gradually to dimi nish, various 
attractions drawing the members to the larger 
towns. Launceston Castle, so well known in 
connection with the sufferings of George Fox, 
is a few miles distant. 

The family- circle, until broken a few years 
before her own marriage by that of an elder 
sister, consisted, in addition to her parents, of 
five daughters, two of whom were older and 
two younger than Eliza. Her father waa long 
known and deservedly esteemed by Friends in 
England, and her mother is an approved min- 



. 



iater. John Allen was a man of sound judg- 
ment and of liberal and enlightened views, ever 
desirous of upholding the truth, hut at the 
same time ready to listen to the arguments of 
those who might differ from him in opinion, 
Moderate and cautious in counsel and conduct, 
firm, yet a peacemaker, he was truly a father in 
the Church. For many years he took an active 
part in the deliberations of the Yearly Meeting, 
and was often employed in services connected with 
the Society. He was known to many Friends on 
the American continent, from having visited 
that country in 1845 by appointment of the 
London Yearly Meeting. He was the author 
of a work entitled "State Churches and the 
Kingdom of Christ," and of several pamphlets 
on religious subjects. He died in 1859. 

John Allen retired from business at an early 
age; and a prominent reason for his doing so 
was that he might devote himself more fully to 
the education of his daughters, which was con- 
ducted almost entirely at home. Having a de- 
cided taste for the ancient classics, he considered 
that so good a foundation of a sound education 
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ought not to be neglected. The same might 
be said of the older history and literature of 
his own country, including its poetry, in which 
he was well read ; but he fully encouraged his 
pupils to become acquainted also with the better 
productions of the day, to the tone of which 
their younger minds were more easily adapted. 
Nor was education confined to direct instruc- 
tion in the school-room. In a little memoir of 
John Allen, published in the " Annual Monitor," 
we read, "In the domestic circle, the tender, 
watchful care and sympathy of the parent 
were blended with the constant stimulus to 
self-improvement of the teacher ; and the readi- 
ness to sacrifice personal case and convenience, 
in order that he might enter into the pursuits 
and amusements of his children, was united 
with an unremitting endeavor to maintain a 
high standard of moral and religious feeling. 
Tims by example as well as by precept did 
he evince his deep concern for their best wel- 
fare. As years passed on, his cordial sym- 
pathy with their interests, and his anxiety as 
far as possible to share his own with them, 
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ELIZA SOOTHALL. 

gave an additional power to hia influence, not 
easily estimated." Such were the simple and 
natural means of education employed. The aim 
was true enlargement of mind; and the desire 
waa carefully instilled that the knowledge ac- 
quired should be valued for its own sake, not 
as a possession to be used for display. At the 
same time, care waa taken not to destroy the 
balance between the intellect and the affections, 
so that, whilst the growth of the mental powers 
was encouraged, domestic and social duties 
should not suffer, and habits of self-reliance 
should be formed. From earliest childhood the 
great principles of Christianity were instilled 
into the opening minds of the children; and 
when the reflective powers had come into ope- 
ration, their reasonings were watched and guided 
into safe paths. In this object, aa in all the 
pursuits of her children, was the loving influence 
of a watchful mother gently felt. Thus by 
the united love and example of the parents 
were the affections of the children directed to 
a risen Saviour; and it is the aim of this 
volume to show, principally from records penned 
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by her own hand, how one heloved daughter 
grew in grace and in the knowledge of the 
Lord, until it pleased Him to take her to 
Himself. 

Eliza Southall possessed a mind of no com- 
mon order ; and hera was a character in which 
simplicity and strength, originality and refine- 
ment, were beautifully blended: diffident and 
retiring, she was best appreciated where she 
was known most intimately. 

In very early Ufa she manifested an unusual 
degree of mental power. When quite a little 
child, her earnest pursuit of knowledge was 
remarkable: she delighted in her lessons, and 
chose for her own reading a class of books far 
beyond the common taste of children. 

Her ardent, impulsive nature was, to a beau- 
tiful degree, tempered and softened by a depth 
of tenderness and intensity of feeling, together 
with a warmth of affection, which bound her 
very closely in sympathy, even as a child, with 
those around her. 

These sweet traits of natural character were 
so early blended with the unmistakable evi- 
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dences of the fruit of divine grace in her heart, 
that it would be difficult to point to any time 
her earliest childhood when there was not 
an earnest strife against evil, some aweet proof 
of the power of overcoming grace, and some 
manifestation of love to her Saviour. 

Her own words sweetly describe her feelings 
in recalling this period: — " When I look back 
to the yean? of my early childhood, I cannot 
remember the time when the Lord did not 
fltrive with rae; neither can I remember any 
precise time of my first covenant. It was the 
gentle drawing of the cords of his love ; it was 
the sweet impress of his hand; it was the 
breathing in silence of a wind that bloweth 
where it liateth." 

The following instances of the serious thought- 
fulness of her early childhood are fresh in 
her mother '3 recollection. On one of her 
sisters first going to meeting, Eliza, who was 
younger, much wished to accompany her ; say- 
ing, "I know, mamma, that R and I can 

havo meetings at home; but I do want to go." 
Being told that her going must depend u] 



pon 
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her sister's behavior, Eliza ran to her, 
putting her arms round her neck, said, mot 

earnestly, "Do, dear E , be a good gir 

and behave well." The dear child's desire i 
attend meeting was soon gratified; and thai 
morning she selected, to commit to memorj 
Jane Taylor's appropriate hymn on attendinj 
public worship, especially noticing the stanza- 

"The triflers, too, His eye can see, 
Who only seem, to take a part ; 
They move the lip, and bend the knee, 
But do cot seek Him with the heart," — 

saying, earnestly, " Oh, I hope I shall not 1 
like those !" 

At another' time, whilst amusing herself 
with her toys, she asked, "Mamma, what is it 
that makes me feel so sorry when I have done 
wrong? Directly, mamma: what is it?" On 
her mother's explaining that it was the Holy 
Spirit put into her heart by her heavenly Fa- 
ther, she replied, "But how very whispering it 
is, mamma I Nobody else can hear it." "Yes, 
my dear," said her mother; "and thou mayst 
sometimes hear it compared to a 'still small 
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voice,' and then thou wilt know what is meant." 
She answered, "Yes, mamma," and then t 
tinned to amuse herself as before. 

The first remembrance of Eliza retained by 
one of her younger sisters is that of sitting 
opposite to her in the nursery-window while 
she endeavored, in a simple manner, to explain 
to her the source and object of her being. To 
the same sister she afterwards addressed some 
affectionate lines of infantile poetry urging the 
same subject, commencing, — 

"Look, precious child, to Jesus Christ." 

The missionary spirit which filled her young 
heart was also evinced by her desire to possess 
a donkey, that she might distribute Bibles in 
the country places round about ; and this v 
afterwards spoken of as the ambition of her 
childhood. 

Together with the cheerful sweetness of I 
disposition, there was an unusual pensivenes3, 
a tender care for others, which was most < 
dearing, and often touching to witness. 
day, perceiving her mother much affected on 
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receiving intelligence of the decease of a vali 
friend and minister at a distance from hoi 
Eliza evinced her sympathy by laying on the 
table before her some beautiful lines on the 
death of Howard. On her mother asking if ahe 
thought the cases similar, she said, " Not quite, 
mamma : J T was not without friends." 

So earnest was her anxiety for the good of 
herself and her sisters, that, when any thing 
wrong had been done, her feelings of distress 
seemed equally excited, whether for their sakea 
or her own. After any little trouble of this 
sort, her mother often observed her retire alone, 
and, when she returned to the family-group, a 
beaming expression on her countenance would 
show where she had laid her sorrows. Some- 
times in her play-hours she would endeavor to 
prepare her two younger sisters for the lessons 
which they would receive from their father, and, 
when the time came for her to join in giving 
them regular instruction, she entered into it 
with zest and interest. 

Many hours were spent during the summer 
in the little plots of ground allotted to herself 
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and sisters out of a small plantation skirting a 
meadow near the house, and many others in 
reading under the old elm-trees which cast 
their shade over the garden-walk. 

The spare moments during her domestic oc- 
cupations which she was anxious not to neglect 
were often beguiled by learning pieces of poetry, 
a book being generally open at her side while 
thus employed. 

Earnestness of purpose and unwearied energy 
were characteristics of her mind. Whatever 
she undertook was done thoroughly and with 
an untiring industry, which often claimed the 
watchful care of her parents from the fear lest 
she should overtax her strength. It was evi- 
dently difficult to her to avoid an unsuitable 
strain on her physical powers, whatever might 
be the nature of her pursuit, — whether her own 
private reading or other intellectual occupa- 
tion. At one period her time and energies 
were closely occupied for some months in the 
formation of very elaborate charts, by which 
she endeavored to impress historical and sci- 
entific subjects on her mind. The collection 
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and examination of objects illustrating the 
ferent branches of natural history was also a 
very favorite pursuit, in which she delighted to 
join her sisters. But the reader will best un- 
derstand how completely any pursuit in which 
she became deeply interested took hold upon 
her, from her own account of her experiences 
respecting poetry. 

While deeply feeling her responsibility for 
the right use of all the talents intrusted to her 
care, and earnestly engaged in their cultiva- 
tion, she was equally conscious of the claims 
of social duty, and as solicitous to fulfil them, 
seeking in every way to contribute to the hap- 
piness of those around her, whether among 
the poor or among the friends and relatives 
of her own circle. 

Her journal, while it exhibits an intense 
earnestness in analyzing the state of her own 
mind, and perhaps rather too much proneness 
to dwell morbidly upon it, also evinces the 
tender joy and peace with which she was often 
blessed by tie manifested presence of her Lord. 
It unfolds an advancement in Christian expe- 
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rience to which her conduct bore living testi- 
mony, and proves that in humble reliauce on the 
hope set before lier in the gospel, with growing 
distrust of herself, her faith increased in God 
her Saviour, and through his grace she was 
enabled to maintain the struggle with her soul's 
enemies, following on to know the Lord. 

Thus it was, as she sought preparation for a 
more enlarged sphere of usefulness on earth, 
her spirit ripened for the perfect service of 
heaven; and six weeks after she left her 
father's house a bride, the summons was re- 
ceived to join that countless multitude who 
"have washed their robes and made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb ; therefore are they 
before the throne of God, and serve him day 
and night in his temple." 



MEMOIR OF 
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_ 

object of this memoir, and the extracts from 
which form the principal part of this volume, 
is contained in several volumes of closely-writ- 
ten manuscript, and, taken as a whole, is a most 
interesting record of mental and spiritual 
growth. At times it was continued with almost 
daily regularity, but at others, either from the 
pressure of occupations or from various causes, 
considerable intervals occur in which nothing 
was written. It has been the endeavor of the 
editor to make such selections as may preserve 
a faithful picture of the whole. There is almost 
of necessity a certain amount of repetition, as 
in seasons of depression, when faith and hope 
seemed to be much obscured, or, on tho other 
hand, when cheerful thankfulness and joy of 
heart were her portion ; and in such places it 
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did not seem right to curtail her words too 
much. Many entries referred too closely to 
personal and family matters to be suitable for 
publication, and the uneventful character of 
her life does not leave room to supply in their 
stead much in the way of narrative; but it 
will be remembered that it is the heavenward 
journey that it is desired to trace, not simply 
towards the land "very far off," but that pil- 
grimage during which, though on earth, the 
believer in Jesus is at times privileged to par- 
take of the joys of heaven. 

The first volume of the series is entitled, by 
its author, " Mementos of Mercy to the Chief of 
Sinners." Some liues written on her fourteenth 
birthday — about the period of its commence- 
ment— may appropriately introduce the extracts. 
6(A Mo. 9(A, 1837.— 

Cud it be true that one more lir 

In that mysterious chain, 
Which joins the two eternities, 

I shall not see again f 
Eternity I that awful thing 

Thought tries in vain to scan 
How far beyon<l the loftiest powers 
Of little, finite man ! 



E'en daring fancy's fearless flight 
In vain would grasp the whole, 

And then, " How short man's mortal life!" 
Exclaims the wondering soul. 

A bubble on the ocean's breast, 

A glow-worm's feeble raj, 
That loses all its brilliancy 

Beneath the orb of day. 

Can it be joyful, then, to find 

That life is hastening fast? 
Can it he joyful to reflect. 

This year may bo our last? 

Look on the firmament above, 

From south to northern pole: 
Can we find there a resting-place 

fur the immortal bouI? 






Where can wo search to End its home? 

The still small voice in thee 
Answers, as from the eternal throne, 

"My own shall dwell with me." 



And I have o: 



i year less t 
An interest on high ; 
Am one year nearer to the tJ 
When I myself must die! 

And when that awful time w 
No human tongue i 






But, oh! how startling is the thought 
That it may be to-day 1 
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How shall my guilty spirit meet 
The great, all-searching eye T 

Conscious of my deficiencies, 
As in the dust I lie. 

How shall I join the ransom'd throng 
Around the throne that stand, 

And cast their crowns before thy feet, 
Lord of the saintly hand? 



12th Mo. 6t7t, 1836. There are seasons in which 
I am favored to feel a quiet resignation, to spend 
and be spent in the service of Him who, even in 
my youthful days, has been pleased to visit me with 
the overshadowing of His mercy and love, and to re- 
quire me to give up all my dearest secret idols, and 
every thing which exalts self against the government 
of the Prince of Peaee. 

4th Mo. 3d, 1837. Almost in despair of ever 
being what I ought to be. I feel so poor in every 
good thing, and so anmingly rich in every bad thing. 
Still this little spark of love that remains, seems to 
hope in Him " who will not quench the smoking flax." 

6(A Mo. 4th. I have cause to be very watchful. 
Satan is at hand : temptations abound, and it is no 
easy matter to keep in the right way. To have my 
affections crucified to the world is my desire. The 
w»y to the celestial city, is not only through the 
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valley of humiliation, but also through the valley 
of the shadow of death. 

6th Mo. lltk. Many things have lately occurred 
which have flattered my vanity. I have received 
compliments and commendations: old Adam likes 
these things, and persuades me that I am somebody, 
and may well feel complacency. IIow needful is 
watchfulness ! may the true light discover to me the 
snores that are set on every side. 

1th Mo. 2d. May I be enabled to give myself up 
as clay into the Potter's hand, without mixing up 
any thing of my own contriving; and in the silence 
of all flesh, wait to have tho true seed watered and 
nourished by heavenly dew. 

Sth Mo. 2d. I feel humbled at the sight of my 
many backsliding ;iml deficiencies. Oh, may He, 
"who is touched with a fouling of our infirmities," in 
just judgment, remember mercy. If He does not, 
there can be no hope for mc ; but oh ! I trust ne 
will. "Let not Thy hand spare, nor Thine eye pity, 
till Thou hast made me what thou wouldst have me 
to he." 

Sth Mo. 20th. Utterly unworthy! Oh, my 
Father! if there he any right beginning, if there 
be the least spark of good within me, carry it on : 
oh, increase it, that I may become aa a plant of thy 
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right hand planting, that I may become a sheep of 
thy fold. Assist me to present myself before thee 
in true silence, that I may wait upon thee in truth, 
and worship thee in the silence of all flesh, and 
know "all my treasure, all my springs, iu Thee." 

lQih Mo. 13th. We have just been favored with 
a. visit from J. 1'., which has been to me a great 
comfort. At our Monthly Meeting he addressed 
the young; and it seemed as though he spoke the 
very thoughts of my heart; and the sweet suppli- 
cation offered on their behalf that they might be 
preserved from the snares of the delusive world, 
may it be answered. 

ith Mo. loth, 1838. I want to give up every 
thing, every thought, every affection, in short, my 
whole self, to my offered Saviour. Then would Hie 
kingdom come, and His will be done. Instead of 
the thorn would come up the fir-tree, and instead 
of the brier the myrtle-tree. How precious, how 
holy, how peaceful, that kingdom! Oh! if I may 
yet hope; if mercy is left, I beseech Thee, hear and 
behold me, and bring me " out of the miry clay, and 
set my feet upon the rock." 

5th Mo. 26(A, 1839. A beautiful First-day, 
Every thing sweet and lovely; fulfilling the purpose 
of its creation as far as man is not concerned. Birds 
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and insects formed for happiness, are now comph 
happy. But ah 1 they were formed to give glory to 
God, by testifying to man His goodness. Ten thou- 
sand voices call upon me to employ the nobler 
talents intrusted for the same purpose. Nearly 
sixteen years have I been warned, and sweetly 
called upon to awake out of sleep: "What meanest 
thou, sleeper? arise, and call upon thy God!" 
How shall I account, in the last day, for these 
things? It is often startling to think how time is 
advancing, and how ill the day's work keeps pace 
with the day. For even now, poor drowsy creature 
that I am, it is hut occasional sensibility, with the 
intervals buried in vain dreams; and even at suoh 
times, my poor warped affections, and busy imagina- 
tions, crowded with a maltitudo of images, refuse to 
yield to the command, " Be still, and know that I 
am God." I have, indeed, found that in whatever 
circumstances I may be placed, I can never be really 
happy without the religion of the heart; without 
making the Lord my habitation; and ob, may it be 
mine, through Christ's humbling and sanctifying 
operations, to know every corner of my heart made 
fit for the dwelling-place of Him who is with the 
meek and contrite ones. Then shall the remaining 
f my pilgrimage be occupied in the enerj 
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employment of Ihoae talents which must otherwise 
rise up for my condemnation in the last day. 

i'jfh Mo. 2d. It is not for me to Bay any more 
"thus far will I go, but no farther," either in the 
narrow or the broad way. In the former, wo cannot 
refuse to proceed without receding; in the latter, if 
we will take any steps, it is impossible to restrain 
ourselves. Besetting sins, though apparently oppo- 
site ones, sad stumbling-blocks in the way of the 
cross, arc unrestrained activity of thought and 
indolence : the former proceeds from earth ly-mind- 
edness; and the latter as a sure consequence from 
the want of heavenly -mindedness. Oh that by 
keeping very close to Jesus, my wandering heart 
may receive the impression of His hand, that the 
new creation may indeed be witnessed, wherein 
Jerusalem is a rejoicing and her people a joy; 
then may I find that quiet habitation which nothing 
over gave me out of the fold of Christ. 

6(A Mo. !1(A. Alas! how shall I account for the 
sixteen years which have, this day, completed 
their course upon my head? What shall I render 
unto the Lord for all his benefits? Shall I not, 
from this time, cry unto Him, " My Father, thou 
art the guide of my youth" 1 But, for the year that 
is passed, what can I say? I will lay my hand on 
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my mouth and acknowledge that it has been squan- 
dered. Yes, so far as it has not heen employed about 
my Father's business. But, alas ! it has been 
crammed with selfishness; though now and then 
He, whom I trust I yet desire to serve, has made me 
sensibly feel how precious is every small dedication 
to Himself. 

6th Mo. lGth. The consideration of the peculiar 
doctrines of Friends having been lately rather 
forced on my attention, let me record my increased 
conviction of the privilege of an education within 
the borders of the Society; of the great value and 
importance of its spiritual profession, and the awfnl 
responsibility of its members to walk so as to adorn 
its doctrines, and shine .is lights in the world. 

Warmly as she was attached to these princi- 
ples, she ever rejoiced in the conviction that all 
the followers of Christ are one in Him, and 
that, by whatever name designated, those who 
have attained to the closest communion with. 
Him are the nearest to one another; and when 
differences in sentiment were the topic of con- 
versation, she would sometimes rejoin in an 
earnest tone, the "commandment k exceeding 
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2d Mo. 2d, 1840. Time passes on, and what pro- 
gress do I make, cither in usefulness in the earth, 
or preparation for heaven? S elfin iulge nee is the 
bane of godliness, and is, alas ! mine. This world's 
goods are snares, and are, alas ! snares to 
Coward that my heart is, when pride is piqued, I 
have not resolution to conquer my own spirit 
Pride, indolence, and worldly-miudedncss are bring- 
ing me into closer and closer bondage : the 
keeps me from true worship by preventing me from 
seeking the help and teaching of the one Spirit; 
the second, by making me yield without effort or 
resistance to the uncontrolled imaginations which 
the third presents. And now do these lines witness 
that, having been called to an everlasting salvation, 
God, the chief good, having manifested His name 
unto the least of His little ones, my soul and body 
are for Him, belony to Him, to be moulded and 
fashioned according to His will; and that if I 
frustrate His purpose, His glorious holiness and 
free grace are unsullied and everlastingly worthy. 

1th Mo. 12(A. If I acknowledge my own state, 
it is one cumbered with "many things." Alas! 
amid them how little space is there for the love of 
God I I have remembered the days when untold 

1 inexpressible experiences were mine; when a 
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child's tears and prayers were seen and heard before 
the throne ! The strugglings of grace and nature 
have been great since then. I can look back to 
years of struggles and deliverances, years of revolt- 
ings and of mercies. It is like " threshing moun- 
tains" to meddle with the strongholds of sin; but 
mountains, I sometimes hope, will be made to " skip 
like rams." 

10th Mo. bth. How long have I been like the 
" merchantman seeking goodly pearls" ! Ever since 
reason dawned I have longed for a goodly pearl ; 
though dazzled and deceived by many an empty 
trifle, I cannot plead as an excuse that I could not 
find the pearl. I have seen it at times, and felt how 
untold was the price, and thought I was ready to 
sell all and buy it, sometimes believed that all was 
sold; but why, ah, why was my pledge so often 
redeemed? I have been indeed like a simple one, 
who, having found a " pearl of great price," cast it 
from him for an empty, unsatisfying show. 

1st Mo. 11th, 1841. Very precious as have been 
the privileges vouchsafed the last two days, I can 
this morning speak of nothing as my present condi- 
tion, but the extreme of weakness and poverty. On 
6th day evening K. B. addressed us in such a way 
as proved to me that the Divine word is a discerner 
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of the thoughts and intents of the heart. The 
ohief purport was the necessity of a willingness to 
learn daily of the great Teacher meekness 
lowliness and faithfulness in the occupation o 
talents intrusted; "for where much is given, much 
will he required." Yi'-UT'hy his parting "salutation 
of brotherly love " was such as cannot he effaced 
from my memory; and oh, I pray that it may not 
from my heart. And now my prayer, my desire,. 
must he for a renewed dedication. The separation, 
as II. B. said, from the right hand and the right eye 
must he made: the sacrifice which is acceptable will 
always cost something. 

3d Mo. 8(h. Oh, may I become altogether a bab« 
and a fool before myself, and, if it most be, before 
others! God has been very graciously dealing with 
me. 

3d Mo. 19 (ft. Words must be much more 
guarded, as well as thoughts. This morning I am 
comforted with a precious feeling: "I will take care 
of thee." 

3d Mo. 27iA. How does my heart long, this 
evening, that the one Saviour may be made unto 
me "wisdom and righteousness, sauctification and 
redemption!" Teach me to keep silence, God! 
to mind my own business and be faithful to it; to 
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deny my own will and wisdom; give me the e 
of true Christian love, that my whole life may b 
the atmosphere of love! 

3d Mo. 28(A. * * * To eeaae from my 
works, surely in a very small degree, I can ei 
mentally say, "thia is the only true reBt." 
blessed experience seems to me the height of e 
ment to the truly redeemed. Oh, a little foreta 
of this sabbath has been granted, when I I 
seemed to behold with my own eye, and to feel f 
myself in moments too precious to be forgotten, t 
waves of tumult hushed into a more than ea 
calm by Him who alone can say, " Peace, be a 
My tossing spirit has never foand such a. eal: 
any thing this world can give. 

During her first attendance of the Yearly 
Meeting in London, in 1841, she wrote tin 
following affectionate lines in a letter to hex 
sisters at homo : — 



LONDON THOUGHTS. 

The crowds that past me ceaseless r 
Stay not to glance at me, 

As falling waters headlong gush 
Into their native sea. 
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But hearts there arc that brightly burn, 
And light each kindling eye, 

And home to thein my thoughts return. 
Swift as the sunbeams II;. 

To home, to home my spirit hastes ; 

For why 1 my treasure's there ; 
'Tie there her native joys she tastes, 

And breathes her native air. 

Oh, sweetest of all precious things, 
When this wide world we roam, 

When meets us on its balmy wings 
A messenger from homo! 

From home, where hearts are warm and t 
And love's lamp brightly burns, 

And sparkles Hermon's pearly dew 
On childhood's crystal urns. 

Oh, sweet to mark the speaking lines 

Traced by a sister's hand, 
And feel the love that firmly twines 

Around our household band ! 



To one of her sisters : — 

London, Gtli Month, 1841. 

* * * * I lay still half an hour, and read ov 
thy tenderly interesting and affecting sheet, and poured 
oat my fall heart ; but what can 1 say ? How I do long 
to be with you, and see, if it might be, once more, our 
beloved uncle I But perhaps before this the conflict mai 
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be over, the victory won, the everlasting city gaii 
none of whose inhabitants can say, "I am sick." And 
if bo, dare we murmur or wish to recall the loved one 
from that home? Oh for that childlike and bumble 
submission which is befitting tbe children of a Father 
of mercies, and the followers of Iliio who can and will 
do all things well! 

After the Yearly Meeting, she thus writns 
in her Journal : — 

6(A Mo. Vlih. Many and great have been 
favors dispensed within the last five weeks, 
attendance of the Yearly Meeting baa been 
occasion of many and solemn warnings and advice 
and, I trust, the reception of some real instruct!! 
But, truly, I have found that in every situation, 1 
great enemy can lay his snares; and i 
than another has taken with me, it has been to lead 
me to look outward for teaching, and to depend too 
much upon it, neglecting that one inward adoration 
for the want of which no outward ministry can atone. 
But I hope the enemy lias not gained more than' 
limited advantages of this kind, and perhaps even 
the discovery of these has had the effect of making 
me more distrustful of Bclf. And, now, oh tl 
everlasting covenant might be ordered in all thi 
and sure, and He only, who is King of Kings i 
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Lord of Lords, be exalted over all, iu my heart; and 
the blessed experience thus described, be more fully 
realized: " lie that hath entered into his rest hath 
ceased from his own works as God did from his." 

6(A Mo. 21s(. Very early this morning the long 
struggle with death terminated, and the spirit of our 
beloved Uncle E. was released from its worn tene- 
ment. The stony nature in my heart seems truly 
wounded. May it not be as the wounded air, soon 
to lose the trace. My heavenly Father's tender 
wgard I have, indeed, felt this evening; but I trem- 
ble for the evil that remains in me. May I be blessed 
with the continued care of the good Shepherd, that 
I may be preserved as by the crook of His love. 
And now, seeing that much is forgiven me, may I 
lore much. I feel that my Saviour's regard is of 
far more value than any earthly thing; and oh 
that my eye may be kept singly waiting for Him 1 

The decease of her uncle was soon followed 
by that of his youngest son, Joseph E. In 
reference to his death, she remarks : — 

7th Mo. 22d. He, in whose sight the death of 
His saints is precious, has again visited wvtK *Assi 
solemn call our family circle, awl svxwwnatiftS. *»wj 
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the sweetest, purest, and most heavenly of the grouj 
Our dear cousin Joseph last night entered I 
"rest which remains for the people of God;" 
for which he had been panting the whole of the d 
and to which he waa enabled to look forward s 
"happy home." 

'th Mo. 28<ft. Yesterday was one long to be l 
me inhered. The last sad offices were paid to 1 
whom we so much loved ; and oh that the 
of the watchful, lowly disciple might descend 
dantly upon us ' Yet it is only by keeping i 
the divine power, that I can receive any thing g 
and, though yet far away, oh, may I look towards I 
holy habitation who is graciously offering ine 
where there is "bread enough and to spare." 

4th Mo. 3<7, 1842. He who has been for ye* 
striving with me, has lately, I thiuk I may say, mar 
festcd to me the light of His countenance, i 
enabled me at seasons to commit the toiling, 
mind into His hand. This morning, however, I f< 
as if I could find no safe centre. Oh that I * 
gathered out of the false rest, and from all i 
dependence, to God Himself, the only true helpt 
and leader, and guide ! now precious to recognia 
in the light that dawned yesterday and the d 
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were once my chief joy ! But oh, I desire not to be 
satisfied with attaining again to Former experience; 
but to give all diligence in pressing forward to the 
mark for the prize, even forgetting things that arc 
behind. 

10(A Mo. Mercies and favors of which I am totally 
unworthy have been graciously bestowed this morn- 
ing, and, may I hope, a small capacity granted to 
enter into the sanctuary and pray. This week I 
have been unwatthful, — too much cumbered; yet, 
oh, I hope and trust, at times, niy chains are break- 
ing, and though I must believe the bitterness will 
come in time, the gospel of salvation is beginning 
to be tasted in its sweetne.-s, completeness, and joy. 

1st Mo. 1843. I desire that the privilege of this 
day attending the Quurk'Hy Mooting at Plymouth, 
may be long bold in grateful remembrance; that the 
language, "I have heard of Thee by the hearing of 
the ear, but now mine eye seeth Thee; wherefore I 
abhor myself, and repent in dust and ashes," may 
be my increasing exprrionee. Conscious that the 
state of my heart, long wavering between two opi- 
nions, has of late been fearfully in danger of using 
to the wrong one of these, I would ask of Him who 
seeth in secret, and who is, I trust, at this very mo- 
ment renewing a measure of the contrition, which. 
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timid all my desires far it, did but gleam upon me 
this morning, to do in uic a thorough work, to remain 
henceforth and ever. 

%d Mo. Viik. About four weeks since, we had 
a precious visit from M. S., and it has been a sacri- 
fice to me to make no record of his striking commu- 
nications j but I have been fearful, lest in any mea- 
sure the weight and freshness of these things should 
vanish in words ; and I have never felt at liberty to 
do so. 

In this year, she wrote but little in her 
Journal, and it appears to have been a time of 
spiritual proving ; yet one in which she expe- 
rienced that it was good for her "to trust in 
the name of, the Lord, and to stay herself upon 
her God." 

6fA Mo. 16(A, 1844. One week ago was the 
twenty-first anniversary of my birthday. In 
Bense, I can say, — 

" The past is bright, like those dear hills, 
So far behind my bark; 
The future, like the gathering night, 
Is ominous and dark. 
" One ga?.e again — one long, last gaze ; 
Childhood, adieu to thee ; 
The breeze hath hurried me away, 
On a dark, stormy sea." 
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Deeply and more deeply, day by day, does my under- 
standing find the deceitfulness of my heart. Well 
do I remember the feelings of determination, l 
which I resolved, two years since, that this period 
should not find me halting between two opinions, — 
that ere this day I would be a Christian indeed. 
And looking back upon my alternating feelinps ■ 
since reason was mine, upon the innumerable resolu- 
tions to do good, which have been as staves of reed, 
I must want common perception not to assent to the 
troth, that "the heart is deceitful above all thin 
ind desperately wicked : who can know it V Hut, 
oh, it is not this only, which my intellectual ( 
science is burdened with ; when I look at the visita- 
tions of divine grace which have been my unmerited, 
unasked-for, privilege, through which I can but feel 
that in days past, a standing was placed in my power 
to attain, which, probably, now I shall never s 
proach, the question does present with an awful i 
portance, " How much owest thou unto thy Lord ?" 
Seeing we know not, uor can know, the value of an 
offer of salvation, till salvation is finally lost or woi 
seeing that such an offer is purchased only by the 
shedding of a Saviour's blood, how incomprehensibly 
heavy, yet how true, the charge, "Ye have crucified 
to yourselves the son of God afresh." I know well 
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that of many now pardoned, For sina far deeper 
the eyes of men than any 1 have committed, it : 
be said that little ia forgiven them in comparii 
the load of debt that hangs over my head ; and 
have sometimes thought, that the conipiii-isfiii 
debtors was aelectcd by the .Saviour, purposely 
show that guilt in the sight of God is chiefly 
curred by the negkel of His own spiritual gifis, 
in proportion merely to the abstract morality 
conduct. It ia certainly what we have receiyi 
that will be required at our hands : and oh 
sight of the Judge of all the earth, how much di 
owe unto my Lord I This day, though I waa : 
darkness about it, seems almost to have ovcrtaki 
unawares. I was not ready for it, though I kne 
well when it would come ; and, oh, for that day mi 
I know not how near it may be, when the account 
is to be finally made up — how, how shall I prepare f 
With all the blessings, and invitations, and helps, 
which the good God has given me, I am deeply, 
deeply involved. How, then, can I dream of clear- 
ing off these debts, when there can be no doubt that 
I shall daily incur more? Alas, I am too much dis- 
posed to keep a meum and ttium with hcaveu itself 
in more senses than one. * * * As to setting 
anew on a carte blanche, I cannot. There lies 
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deeply- stained record against ine : "/called," and, 
ob, how deep the meaning, "Ye did not answer." 
Yes, my heart did : hut to answer, "I go, sir," does 
but add to the condemnation that "I went not." 

6th Mo. 23(7. This morning, I believe, the spirit 
was, in measure, willing, though the "flesh was 
weak." I have thought of the lines — 

"When first thou didst thy nil commit 
To Him upon the mercy-seat, 
He gave thee warrant from that hour 
To trust his wisdom, love, and power." 

My desire is to know that my all is committed, and 
then, I do believe, He will be known to be faithful 
that hath promised. The care of our salvation is 
not ours ; our weak understandings cannot even 
fiithom the means whereby it is effected ; but ting 
we do know, that it indispensably requires to be 
"wrought out with fear and trembling." The Sa- 
viour will be ours, only on condition of our being 
his. Religion must not be an acquirement, but a 
transformation; and surely that spirit, which could 
not make itself, and which, when made by God, has 
but degraded itself, is unable to " create itself anew 
in Christ Jesus unU) good works," No, fear and 
trembling are the only part, and that but ue^gi&^ 
which the spirit of man can \ia\ft\n ^aiV\x\« ««&*» 
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own salvation ; but when led by the good spirit into 
thia true fear, when giver] to wait, and held waiting 
at the feet of Jesus, it is made able, gradually, to re- 
ceive, the essential gospel of salvation ; and so long 
only is it in the way of salvation as it is sensible 
of its constant dependence on the one Saviour of 
men. 

May Friends, above all, while distinctly maintain- 
ing the doctrine of the influence of the Spirit on 
the heart, be deeply and personally sensible that 
there is but one Saviour, even Jesns Christ, who 
came into the world to save sinners, of whom, as we 
are led to true repentance, I believe each one will he 
ready to think " I am chief." The distinguishing 
practices of Friends, as to dress, language, etc. are 
in no manner valuable, but when they spring from 
the root of essential Christianity. This is certainly 
the great thing. "Cleausc first the inside of the cup 
and platter." 

I have been grieved to fear that some would resolve 
the vast meaning of "a religious life and < 
tion consistent with our Christian professi 
littJo more than "plainness of speech, behavia 
and apparel :" then I do think it becomes a mere idol 
The tithe of "mint, anise, and cummin" is prefer 
to tho weightier matters of the law. But I a 
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from the point of my own condition in the warmth 
of my feelings, which have been deeply troubled at 
these things of lute. 

lltk Mo, V&th. I believe it is one and the s 
fallen nature which, at one time, is holding me cap- 
tive to the world; at another, filling mc with impa- 
tience and anxiety about my spiritual [iro^'reiv 
another, with self-confidence, and at another, with 
despondency. Oh, the enemy knows my many weak 
Bides ; but I do hope and trust the Lord will take 
eare of me. ''Past, present, future, calmly leave to 
Him who will do all things well." If the root be 
but kept living and growing, then I need not be 
ansious about the branches ; but, above all, the root 
must he the husband man's exclusive care. 

11(A Mo. 3G7A. I believe I sincerely desire 
no spurious self-satisfaction may bo mistaken fur the 
peace of God, that no activity in works of self-right- 
eousness may be mistaken fur doing the day's work 
in the day. Oh, who can tell the snares that a 
round me? Yet I have been comforted this morning 
in thinking of the declaration, " His mercies are over 
all his works ;" which 1 believe may be very especially 
applied to the work of Ills Spirit in the soul of man. 
Over this He does watch, and to this Ha tara S-a- 
pense, Hay by day, His mcreituX \rt<A<at\\M\\ Hvv: 
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rounding dangers; "I the Lord do keep it, I 1 
water it every moment; lest any hurt it, I will kee 
it night and day." Oh, the blesseduess of a weli 
founded, watchful, humble trust in this keeping 1 

12(A Mo. 27th. The mean sclf-indulgenee of slec 
ing late has come over mc again, though I found, a 
week or two since, after a firm resolve, the difficult! 
vanish. This rooming I had no time for retiremei 
before breakfast; and, should circumstances e 
come less under my control, this habit may preveni 
my having any morning oblation. The weakness a 
sinfulness of my heart have been making me almi 
tremble at the thought of another year : how shall j 
meet its thousand dangers and not fall ? In religious 
communications in our house, I am apt to look fi 
any intimation that 1 coukl appropriate of a shortened 
pilgrimage; but very little of the sort has ocenrr'd 
indeed, I expect my selfish wish will not be gratified, 
of escaping early from this toilsome world; but b 
rash and ungrateful are such thoughts ! how inuct 
better all these things are in my Father's hands! Oh, 
if I may be there too in the form of passive clay, 
and receive all His tutoring and refining, this will b 
enough : and should my future way be full of sorrow! 
heaven will bring roc sweeter rest at last; when th 
whoh work is done, when the robes are ^uitc washed, 
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when the fight is ignite fought, and the death died; 
when the eternal life, which shall blossom above, i 
brought into actual health liere, and real fellowship 
is made with my last hour. 

ls( Mo. Wlh, 1845. I am inclined to set down 
the events of my little world for the past week; tbat 
in days to come, should it prove that I have been 
following "cunningly devised fables," I may beware 
of such entanglements again; and that if they be 
found a guidance from above, their coiitemptibloness 
and seeming folly may be shown to be in wisdom. I 
have, from my childhood, delighted in poetry: if 
lonely, it was my companion ; if sad, my eomfort; 
if glad, it gave a voice to my joy. Of late, I have 
enjoyed writing pieces of a religious nature, though 
I must confess the excitement, the possession which 
the act of composition made of my mind, did not 
always favor the experience of what I sought to e 
press. Two pieces of this kind 1 asked my father to 
send to the Friend; he liked them, but proposed my 
adding something to one. I had had a sweet little 
season by myself just before: then, sliding from feel- 
ing to composition, 1 thought of it all the rest of the 
evening, and when I went to bed, stayed some time 
writing four lines fiir the conclusion*,, aftCT \ inatVn 
bed, my heart was full of it, ani \ toM^oM-A Saw* 
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lines more to precede them, with which I fell aslee 
In the morning T resolved not to think of thein ti 
I had had my silent devotions; they came upon i 
while I was dressing, ami, having forgotten o 
I stayed Ions: making a substitute: theu I retired t 
read, and, if possible, to pray, but it was nut p 
in that condition : I did but sit squaring and polii 
ing my lines; and haying finished thein to my h 
content, I gave them to my father about the n 
of the day, conscious, I could not but be, that t 
had " passed as a cloud between the mental eye a 
faith and things unseen." Every time they passed 
through my mind, they seemed to sound my con- 
demnation. My evening retirement was dark and 
sad; I iclt as if any thing hut this I could give Up 
for my Saviour's love; "all things are lawful, but all 
things are not expedient;" and yet the taste and the 
power were given me, with all things else, by God. 
I had used them too in a right cause, but then the 
talent of grace is fur better. Which should be sacri- 
ficed? Why sacrifice either? I could not deny that 
it seemed impossible to keep both. Itut it might be 
made useful, if well employed. "To obey is better 
than sacrifice." Now they arc written, they might 
just as well be printed; but the printing will probably 
be the moat hiwardous part. I shall be sure to write 
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more, and nourish vanity : or else the sight of them 
will cause remorse rather than pleasure. If I should 
lose my soul through poetry ? For the life of self 
seems hound up in it; and "whosoever loveth his 
life shall lose it." But perhaps it would be a need- 
less piece of austerity ; it would be a great struggle; 
it would be like binding myself fur the future, not 
to enjoy my treasured pleasure. The sacrifice which 
is acceptable will always cost something. So I pre- 
vailed upon myself to write a note, and lay it before 
my father, asking him not (o send them, trembling 
lest he should dislike my changeableness, or I should 
change agaiu and repent it. My father said nothing, 
but gave me back the lines when we were all together, 
which was a mountain got over. I thought to have 
had more peace after; but till this First-day I have 
been very desolate, though, I believe, daily desiring 
to seek my God above all; and thinking, sometimes, 
that that for which I had made a sacrifice became 
thereby dearer. 

After this striking and instructive account, 
which shows how zealously she endeavored to 
guard against any too absorbing influence, how- 
ever good and allowable in itself the tViwj, 
might be, it seems not amiss \.o -reaves. "^ 
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Eliza's taste for poetry waa keen and diacrin 
nating; and that her love of external natui 
and more especially her deeper and holier feel- 
inga, found appropriate expreasion in verse. If 
some of these effusions show a want of careful 
finish, it must ho rememhered that they were 
not written for publication, but for the sake of 
embodying the feeling of the occasion, in that 
form which naturally presented itself. 

The pieces alluded to in the foregoing ex- 
tracts are the following : — 






'WHAT I DO THOU KNOWEST NOT NOW." 

Hast thou long thy Lord's abiding 

Vainly Suo^lil 'mid shadows dim? 
Lo! Ilis purpose wisely hiding, 

Thoe He seeks to worship him. 
Shades of night, thy strom'd eye scorning, 

Have they long euwrapp'd the skies ? 
He, whose word commands the morning, 

Soon shall hid the day-spring rise ! 
Are ten thousand feara desiring 

To engulf their helpless prey? 
One faint hope, his grace inspiring, 

Is a mightier thing than they. 
Has the foe his dark dominion, 

As upon thy Saviour, tried ?— 
As to Him with hastening pinion, 

Lo ! the angels nt thy side. 
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la thy spirit all unfeeling, 

Save to sin that grieves thee there? 
Thee He'll make, his face revealing, 

Joyful in His house of prayer! 

Hast thou seen thy building falter 
Can thy God thy griefs despise? 

'Mid the ruins dark, an altar 

Fashion 'J by His hands, shall rise. 

Thee, to some lone mountain sending, 
Only with the wood eupplied ; 

He, thy God, thy worship tending, 
Will Himself a lamb provide. 

Hub He made it vain thy toiling 
Fine-spun raiment to prepare ? 

'T was to give — thy labors spoiling — 
Better robes than monarebs wear. 



From thy barn and storehouse 
Did He take thy hoarded pejff 

Yes : to feed thee was nis pleasure 
Like the winged fowls — Himself. 



Must we forever train the vineyard sproutings, 
And plough in hope of harvests yet to come, 

Nor ever join the gladsome vintage b^qmMvq^, 
And sing (he happy song of harfeeVAwmsi'l 
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e forever the rough stones bo heaping, 
And building temple walls for evermore? 
is there no Messed day for Sabbath-keeping, 
time within the temple to adore I 



-■ 
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In faith's long contest have life's quenchless founti 
Bade calm defiance to the hostile sword? 

But when, all beautiful upon the mountains, 
Shall come the herald of our peace restored ? 

Must we forever urge the brain with learning, 

BAnd add to moral, intellectual woes? 
Nor hold in peace the spoils wo have been earning, 
And had in wisdom's self the mind's repose ? 

Long have we watch'd, and risen late and early, 
Rising to toil, and watching but tu weep ; 
hen will the blessing come like dewdrops pearly. 
On heaven's beloved ones even while they Bleep?" 

Since life began, our life has been beginning, 
That ever-uascent future's treacherous vow ; 

When shall we find, the weary contest winnin; 
A present treasure, an enduring now? 
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Ton thousand nameless earthly aims pursuing, 
Hope we in vain the recompense to see, 
nd must our total life espire in doing, 
And never find us leisure time to bef 

Has not our life a germ of reol perfection, 
As holds the tiny seed the forest's pride? 

And shall its iisk'd and promised resurrection 
In dreams of disappointed hope subside? 
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Yea, all ia hopcloas, man with vain endeavor, 

May climb earth's rugged heights, but climb to fall ; 

Ever perfecting, jet imperfect ever, 

Earth has no rest for man— if earth he all. 

Yet oft there dwell, in temples frail and mortal, 
Souls tliiit partake immortal life the while; 

Nor wait till death unbar heaven's pearly portal, 
For heavon'a own essence, their Redeemer's smile. 

— 12tk Month, 1844. 



From the Journal relating to daily affairs, 
at thia time, kept distinct from her spiritual 
diary, the following, and a few other extracts, 
have been taken. Never suspecting that this 
would see the light, she left it in an unfinished 
state. Had it been reconsidered, portions of 
it would probably have been altered; but it 
sufficiently shows her desire to understand the 
agencies of intellectual action, and the philo- 
sophy of knowing and acquiring. She recog- 
nizes the importance of systematic knowledge, 
questions the purpose and use of every attain- 
ment, and manifests throughout a, ieavta 'vfes*. 
all the operations of the intelligifD.c& T&a^ w£»- 
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serve a nobler aim than knowledge in itself 



bth Mo. 16th. That life is a real, earnest thing, 
and to be employed for our own and others' real and 
earnest good, is a fact which I desire may be more 
deeply engraven on my heart. It is certainly a 
matter of spiritual duty, to look well to the outward 
state of our own hoase. There are already many 
revolutions in my mental history, passed beyond the 
reach of any thing but regreta. As a child, play 
was not my chief pleasure, but a sort of mingled 
play and coustnictivencss ; then reading and learn- 
ing; I well remember the coming on of the desife 
to know. In a tale, false or true, I had by no 
means, the common share of pleasure — Smith's Key 
to Reading was more to my taste. Poetry I have 
ever loved. History I am very dull at; a chain of 
events is far more difficult to follow, than a chain of 
ideas — causality comes more to my aid than event- 
uality. Well, the age of learning come: in it I 
learned this, that, and the other; but, alas! order, 
the faculty in which I am so deficient, was wanting, 
I had not an appointed place for each fact or idea; 
so they were lost as they fell into the confused mass. 
I am full of dim apprehensions on almost all sub- 
jeols, but know Utile of any. However, it may be 
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that this favors new couibi nations of things. I 
would rather have all my ideas in a raase, than have 
them in separate locked boxes, where they must each 
remain isolated ; but it were better they wen 
open shelves, and that I had power to take them 
down, and combine at will. The ago of combining 
has come ; I feel sensibly the diminution of 
power of acquiring : I can do little in that, but 
lament that I have acquired so little; but I seen 
rebuked in myself at the incessant wish to gain- 
gain for what? I must do something with what I 
gain ; for, as I said before, I have nowhere to put it 
away, I love languages, — above all, the expressive 
German ; but I know too little to make it expressive 
for myself. But my own mother-tongue, though 
my tongue is so deficient to use thee, canst thou 
afford no other outlet to the struggling ideas that are 
within ; may I not write ? I did write poetry some- 
times : is it presumptuous to call it poetry ? It 
certainly the poetry of my heart; the pieces entitled 
"The Complaint," and "What profit hath a i 
etc." were certainly poetry to mc. But the fate of 
my poetry is written before. Perhaps it was a 
groundless fear; but still it has given it the death- 
But may I writo prose? I will tdl *.W.Vj- 



blow. B 
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and-by. This has brought down my history in this 
respect till now : — 

The constructive playing age, 

The learning age, 

The combining age, 
So far the intellect. 

* * * I nm conscientious naturally, rather 
than adhesive or benevolent. This natural consci- 
entiousness, independent of spirituals, has been like 
a goad in ray side all my life, and its demands, I 
think, heighten. It is evidently independent of re- 
ligion, because it is independent of the love of God 
and of man. For instance, I form to myself an 
idea of my reasonable amount of service in visiting 
the poor. Have I fallen short of this amount, I am 
uneasy, and feel myself burdened; the thing ia be- 
fore me, I must do it : why ? Because I feel the 
love of God constraining me ? Sometimes far other- 
wise. Because I feel benevolence towards the poor? 
No ; for the thing itself is a task ; but because it is 
my duty; because I would justify myself; because 
I would lighten my conscience. I have called this 
feeling independent of religion; but perhaps it ia 
most intense when religion is faintest. This latter 
supplies, evidently, the only true motive for bene- 
volent actions. Then they are a pleasure ; then 
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divergence of the impulse of duty from the impulse 
of inclination is doneaway; and I believe the li 
God is the only thing, which, thus redeeming those 
that were under the law, can place them under the law 
of Christ. Though it in little I tan do for the poor, 
I ought to feel it both a duty and a pleasure to de- 
Tote some time to them most days. To see the aged, 
whose poverty we have witnessed, whose declining 
days we have tried to soothe, safely gathered home, 
is a comfort and pleasuro I would not forego; and, 
though the real benefit we render to them must de- 
pend on our own spiritual state, their cottages have 
often been to me places of deep instruction. 

The useful desire to learn, may be carried too far; 
we may sacrifice the duties we owe to each other, by 
an eu^oriicss of this kind; nor, I believe, ■ 
without culpable negligence, adhere tenaciously to 
any plan of study. The moral self-training which 
is exercised by giving up a book, to converse with 
or help another, is of more value than the know- 
ledge which could have been acquired from it. In- 
deed, I am convinced we are often in error about 
futuvitptums. Wo have been interrupted; in what? 
— in the fulfilment of our duty ? That aa.C6.tA V>e.-, 
a the prosecution of our fwroni* ^sa. "^ ** 
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interruption was beyond our control, it altered our 
duty, but could not interrupt it. Duty is the right 
course at a given time, and under given circum- 
stances. 



A subject, which has of late been very ii 
to me, is that of the Jews. I am convinced that 
much, very much, is to be done for them by Chris- 
tians, and for Christians by them; but I think the 
interest excited in (heir behalf, in the world at large, 
is, in many cases, not according to knowledge. A* 
historical view of their points of contact with the 
professing Christian world, has long been on my 
mind; and I think it needs to be drawn by an inde- 
pendent hand, — in short, by a Friend. That "Hb 
that scattered Israel "ill gather him, and feed him 
as a shepherd doth his flock," is confessed now on 
all sides. The when, the where, and the how, are 
variously viewed. But what will lie gather them 
to? is a question not enough thought of. One 
wishes them to be gathered to the Church of Eng- 
land, another to the Church of Scotland; but 1 am 
persuaded their gathering must be to the primitive 
Christian faith. I say not to Friends; although T 
hold the principles of Friends to be the principles 
of primitive Christianity. For I do think a vast 
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distinction is to be made between the principles of 
truth professed by Friends, and the particular line 
of action, as a body, into which they have been led, 
(I doubt not by the truth,) under the circumstances 
in which they wore placed. My belief is, that the 
Jews arc to be gathered to none but a Church built 
"on the foundation of the apostles and prophets, of 
which Jesus Christ himself is the chief corner- 
stone;" and that to such a Church they are to be 
gathered immediately and in strum en tally, by the 
Spirit of God himself. A view of the manner in 
whieh they have been regarded and treated by pro- 
fessing Christians from the Christian era to the 
present time, and of their own feelings towards 
Christians and Christiamly, if well drawn, would be 
valuable and useful. 

This interest in the Jews led Eliza to devote 
much labor, during several years, in collecting 
information relating to their history since the 
Christian era. Had her life been spared, she 
would probably _ have made some defined use 
of the large mass of materia! collected, which, 
whilst valuable as an evidence of deep research, 
is not sufficiently digested to be ^eoss-sKi^ 
useful. 
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7tk Mo. 3d. This evening I have finished copying 
the foregoing scraps, previously on sheets, into thia 
book, that they nwy yet speak to me, in days to come, 
of His manifold mercies, whose "candle has ofltimea 
ehone round about me," and "whose favor has made 
me glad." 

7 (A Mo. 5th. I desire gratefully to acknowledge 
the privilege of which wc have this week partaken, 
in the occurrence of oar Quarterly Meeting, and a 

most sweet visit from ; full of love is 

to his Master, and full of love to the brethren, 
and even to the little sisters in Christ. Most 
kindly and tenderly he and his wife advised us, 
and myself, when we happened to be alone, to wait 
and watch at the feet of Jesus, from whom the mes- 
sage will come in due time, " The Master c:illeth for 
thee." Manifold has been the expression of sympathy 
for us all this week, in the prospect of parting with 
our dear father on the Indiana committee, in about 
five weeks, and the comforting expectation expressed 
that his absence will be a time of sweet refreshing 
from the presence of the Lord. Oh, we have much 
to be thankful for in the grace that has been bestowed. 

7 (A Ma. Sfft. I have been much blessed the last 
few days; nut with lii-li enjoyments, but with a calm 
sense of dependence and trust on my Saviour, and 



1846.] ELIZA 80UIHALL. 57 

assistance in watohing over lay own heart. This 
morning I have been tried with want of settlement 
nod power to get to the throne of grace ; but faith 
must learn to trust through all changes in the un- 
changeable truth and love of Jesus. I am sensible 
that this has been a time of much renewed mercy to 

my soul; and oh that if, as told mej the Lord 

has many things to say unto me, but I cannot bear 
them now, I may but be kept in the right prepara- 
tion, both for hearing and obeying! 

7th Mo, 27th. I am sometimes astonished at the 
condescending kindness of my Saviour, that he should 
so gently and mercifully "heal my backslidings and 
love me freely." I think my chief desire is to be 
preserved alive in the truth, and growing in the 
truth; but sometimes, through unwatchfulness, such. 
a withering comes upon nie, I lose all sense of good 
for days together, and this nether world is all I seek 
pleasure in. Then there is but a cold, cheerless, 
condemning feeling, when I look towards my Father's 
house ; but when all life seems gone, and I am ready 
to conclude that I have suffered so many things in 
vain, how often dues (he gentle stirring of life bring 
my soul into contrition, into stillness ! and Lie, who 
upbraideth not the returning sinner, reveal* \sMssa*3& 
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as " the repairer of the breach, the restorer of pat 
to dwell in." 

The following lines describe her feeliDgj 
Buch. a time as this : — 

Then disconsolate I wnnder'd, 

Where luy path was lone and dim. 

Till I thought that I was sunder'd 
Evermore from heaven and Hint. 

Then it waa my Shepherd found me, 

Even na lie had of old, 
Threw Ilia arras of mercy round me 

Placed me gently in His fold. 

1th Mo. 29fA. The expression, I think, of William 
Penn, " Let the holy wateh of Jesus he upon your 
spirit," is a fitting watchword for me. 

1th Mo. 30rA. Oh, this must he the watchword still. 

8(/i Mo. 10(A. First-day morning. I was helped 
to cast away some of the weight of worldly thoughts 
last evening, and fervently to desire after the Lord. 
It is a blessing to have his manifested presence and 
love with us ; but this is not at all times the needful 
or the best thing fur us. To have the heart right 
with God, to eonimit my all to liim, to live in the 
very spirit which breathes, "Thy will he done," in 
and through nic, — oh, this is to bo alive in Christ j 
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this is indeed the work of the spirit; this ia to lose 
my life, that I may keep it unto life eternal. 

At the Yearly Meeting of 1845 occurred the 
appointment previously alluded to, under which 
John Allen became a member of the committee 
which visited Indiana Yearly Meeting. As com- 
munication between Great Britain and America 
was not so easy and frequent in those days as 
at present, both he and his family very strongly 
felt the prospect of separation. In allusion to 
the appointment, Eliza writes, "My father 
allowed the business [of the Yearly Meeting] 
to proceed, but at length said that he felt too 
much overwhelmed to speak sooner,— that the 
subject touched his tendorest feelings, and that 
he felt very unfit for such an engagement, but 
that the sense which had been and was, while 
he was speaking, present with him, of that good- 
ness and mercy which had followed him all bis 
life long and .blessed him, was such that he 
dared not refuse to do any little offices in his 
power for those dear friends with whom he 
Bhould be associated." She then gives an ac- 
count of the receipt at t,on\e oi \!&a ■vmE«£'a.tiui&. 
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intelligence of this long journey, and of the 
calmnesa which eventually followed the shock 
to the feelings which it occasioned. After he 
had set out, ahe wrote an interesting account, 
too long to be given at full length, of what had 
passed in the intervening time, — the hopes and 
fears, the preparations, her father's parting 
with his friends and their words of encourage- 
ment to him, with his own counsel and exhorta- 
tions to his children. A few words of his last 
s to them may not be out of place : — "I 
j desire for us all that when we shall 
meet again we may all have made some pro- 
gress in the heavenward journey and be'enabled 
to rejoice together in the sense of it. For you, 
my dear young people, especially, I earnestly 
desire that you may be preferring the best 
things, not setting your affections on trifling 
objects, but valuing an inheritance in the truth 
above all those things that perish with the 
using. * * * Be willing to be the Lord's 
on his own terms, and prize above all things 
the sense that you are his; and you will be his, 
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if you are willing to walk in the narrow way — 
the way of self-denial." 

It does not pertain to this volume to give 
any further account of this journey or of the 
mission iu which he was engaged. The visit 
of the deputation is probably fresh in the re- 
membrance of many Friends in the United 
States. 

8th Mo. 24th. The great parting is over : the love 
and mercy of our heavenly Father sustained my 
dearest father and mother beyond expectation. 
this occasion, when I have been helped back from 
a sad, lone wandering on barren mountains, I i 
learn, more deeply than ever before, the safety, the 
sweetness, of dwelling in the valley of humiliation. 
Oh, let me dwell there long and low enough. I ask 
not high enjoyments nor rapturous delights; but I 
ask, I pray, when I can pray at all, for quiet, watch- 
ful, trustful dependence upon my Saviour. 

Sth Mo. 27th. We have had a ride in the country 
this afternoon, and during a solitary walk of a mile 
and a half I had very sweet feelings. Jesus see 
bo near to me and so kind that I could hardly but 
accept of him. But then there seemed soma 
misgivings at the same time •, as \S \ ^^4 w ^ 
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to settle up first, — something I must do myself; the 
free full grace necuied tw easy and gratis to accept 
of. But all this I found was a mistake. I thought 
of the lines — 

" He gives our bids a fall discharge ; 
He crowns and saveB us too," 

and of a remark I had seen somewhere, "Look at 
Calvary, and wilt thou say that thy sins are easily 
passed hy ?" 

This evening in my amhichtzimmrr,'* T wished to 
pray in spirit; bat not a. petition arose that I could 
offer. I felt so blind, aud yet so peaceful, that all 
merged into the cimfidiiij: liin^uaire. Faihcr, Thy will 
be done ! 

9th Mo. 2d. On First-day, the twenty-first, I had 
a great struggle on the old poetry-writing question. 
I had written none since the great fight last winter; 
but now to my dearest IVithcr I ventured to write, 
thinking I had got over the danger of it. But when 
all was written, I was forced to submit to the mortifi- 
cation of not sending it. The relief I felt was in- 
describable, and I hope to get thus entoilod no more. 
My scruple is not against poetry, hut / cannot write 

* Devotional retirement. 
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it without getting over-pus- eased by it. Therefore 
it is no more than a reasonable peace-offering to 
deny myself of it. * * * "And now, Lord, 
what wait I for?'' Enable lue to say, "My hope is 
in thee." It seems as if the path would be a nar- 
row onej but, oh, "make thy way straight before my 
face;" and, having enabled me, I trust, to give some 
things to "the moles and to the bats," leave me not 
till I have learned " to count all things but loss, for 
the excellency of Christ Jesus my Lord." 

The following is the unfinished piece just 
alluded to: — 

TO HER FATHER IN AMERICA. 



And thus it was, as drew the r 

Thdt Btninp'd their record deep on every heart ; 
As day by day thy presence grew yet dearer, 

By how much sooner thou sliouldst hence depart. 

Love wept indeed, though she might seem a sleeper, 
Long ere descending tears the signs betray'd ; 

And the heart's fountain was hut so much deeper 
The longer was its overflow delay'd. 

The page my unapt heart has learn'd so newly 
In the dark lessons which afflictions teach — 

Oh, it were vain to try to utter trol^ 
In the cold language of anwgtes a^adi. 
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That hearts when thus their very depths arc burning 
Alone should know their bitterness, is well ; 

But, oh, my heart uu>ro joys than aches in learning 
Another lesBon, would that words could tell. 

New depths or love in measure unsuspected, 
"cs closer than I knew, were round my heart; 

And haif I thank the wrench that has detected 
How thoroughly and deeply dear thou art. 

And 'twas to tell thee this that I hare taken 
The tuneless lyre I thought to use no more, 

Jet once at thy returning may it waken, 
Then sleep forever, silent as before. 

And not more narrow than the dome of ether 
Beams heaven's unbounded, earth-em bracing scroll J 

Then he it thine and ours to read together 
Of llim who loves not less than rules the whole. 

And not more slow than whs the hark that, bore thee 
To an untried and dimly-distant land — 

Our hearts' aftVctinns thither Hew hefore thee, 
And now aro ready waiting on the strand, 

— 8<A Month, 1845. 

10(7* Mo. 1st. Much struck with the suitability of 
the expression, " under the yoke," truly subjugated, 
not merely offering this or that, but being offered "a 
living gacrifioe." Oh for a thorough, work like this ! 
This is " when the yoke is easy and the burden 
hght. " I know almost nolMng of it. ^ exhume 



j-j ex.^eYUin.M, 
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but think it is "now nearer than when I first 
believed." For a day or two I have been given to 
desire it earnestly. 

10th Mo. 12th. Evening. Many thoughts about 
faith in Christ. But oh for the reality, the living 
essence of it! We can he Christians, not because 
we believe that the blood of Christ cleanses froni 
sin, but because we know the blood of Christ to 
cleanse us from sin. 

About this date, in the diary of daily affairs, 
i3 the following : — 

" A conviction has come upon me that, in all 
respects, now is the time to reform, if ever, the 
course I am now pursuing. Religion, the main 
thing, may it ever more be the main object; and 
then, as to moral, social, and other duty, oh, be my 
whole course reformed. * * * From this time 
forth may 1 nightly n.-k niysi'lf these five questions. 
1. Has my employment and economy of time been 
right? 2. Has my aim been duty — not pleasure? 
3. Have I been quiet ami submissive? 4. Have 
I looked ou the things of others as my own? 5. 
Have propensities or sentiments ruled ? I wish to 
give an answer, daily, to each ; and now «*.■} fe* 
yesterday. 1. Some wastu.4 t'vmft VeSsre« &m»kk- 



2. Pretty clear. 3. No temptation. 4. Pretty v 
5. Pretty [well] except at meals." 

In this concise and simple manner are the* 
questions answered, almost daily, throughot 
the year, until, " finding that daily records ( 
employment are of little use, and that the i 
tellectual and spiritual could not well he longf 
separated," she discontinued the practice, : 
recorded in the same book "anything in either 
line that seemed fit to reserve from oblivion." 

Alluding to a religious magazine, she writes :- 

"It is always pulling down error— seldom building 
up truth. Kurely Antichrist comes to oppose Christ, 
not Christ to oppose Antichrist. Is there, then, no 
positive Christian duty? Are we never to rest in 
principles and practices of aotual faith and love? or 
are we to be always oil the offensive and negative 
aide, stigmatizing all who act contrary to our belief 
of the truth as doers of the wort of Antichrist? 
Antichrist, T fear, tares little for orthodox doctrines, 
but fights against the CIi ri.-t i;ui spirit." 

9th Mo. 13th. Conflicting thoughts again. I 
long that there may be no building on any sandy 
foundation. But oh, the fitness that aiuneared to me 
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thiB evening in the blessed Saviour to supply all my 
need. The one sacrifice He has been, and the 
mediator and way to God He ever is, — His own 
spirit the one leader, tetu-her, and suiictifier; whereby 
He consummates in the heart the blessed work of 
bringing all into subjection to the obedience of 
Christ. Oh for a personal experience, a real parti- 
cipation in all this, a knowledge that He is my oicii 
and that I am His. 

16f7i. Somewhat puzzled at myself. This has 
not been a spiritually prosperous day — passed just to 
my taste, much in reading, but not much, I fear, with 
the Lord. Yet I have had very loving thoughts of 
Christ this evening, and was ready to call Him my 
own dear Saviour, though 1 trust on no other terms 
than His terms, namely, that I should be wholly His. 
Some misgivings are come up that I am tempted to 
think Ilim mine when I am not in a state to be His; 
some fears lest Satan has put on the winning smiles 
of an angel of light; and yet where can I go but to 
Thee, Saviour of sinners? Thou hast the words of 
life and salvation; suffer me not to be deluded, but at 
all hazards let me be Thine. 

Thou who broakest not the bruised reed, oh, bri 
forth in me judgment unto truth, and let uva ^^- 
the law of life and y.iicc from Thee- 
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9th Mo. lS)th. Rode to Lodge to get ferns. En- 
joyed thoughts of the beauty of nature, imperfect 
aa it is, because one kind of beauty necessarily 
excludes another. What, then, must be the essence 
of that glory in which all perfection is beauty 
united ? Thus these things must be described to 
mortal con [prehension under contradictory images; 
such as " pure gold, like unto transparent glass," &c. 

9th Mo. 19th. I think harm is done by consider- 
ing a society such as "Friends," "a section of the 
Christian Church," as societies arc so often called. 
It can be true only by con.-idering the "Christian 
Church" to mean profusxinr/ (.'/in'stians ; but surely 
its true meaning is the children of God anywhere. 
Of this body, there are no sections to be made by 
man, or it would follow that to unite oneself to 
cither section, is to be united to the body, which 
cannot be. 

10th Mo. 1st. I fear I have so long been childish 
and thoughtless, that I shall hardly ever be childlike 
and thoughtful. Oh for a little more care without 
carefulness ! 

10th Mo. 2d. Much struck with Krummacher's 
doctrine of " Once in grace, always in grace." 
"After the covenant is made," he says, "I can do 
nothing condemnahlc. I may do what is sinful 
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weak, but my sins are all laid od my Surety." True, 
if my will-spirit humbles itself to bear the reform- 
ing judgment of the Lord — but I think his doctrine 
utterly dangerous ; his error is this, that " the 
covenant cannot be broken." Now, suppose a 
Christian, therefore, in the covenant ; he sins, then 
the Lord would put away his sin by cleansing him 
from ita pollution and power, by the blood of Christ, 
who hath already borne the punishment thereof 
Bat he may refuse this cleansing, in other wordB, 
this judgment, revealed within; not against himself, 
as it must have been except for Christ's intercession, 
but against the evil nature in him, and in love to 
his soul. He may refuse this, because it cannot 
but be painful, it cannot hut include repentance for 
his transgression, whereby he lias admitted ground 
to the enemy. And if he refuse it, persisting in 
withdrawing his heart from that surrender, which 
must have been made on his adoption into the cove- 
nant, who shall say that the covenant is not at an 
end ? Who shall say that the way of the Lord is 
not equal, in that, because lie was once a righteous 
man, made righteous by the righteousness of Christ, 
"now, the righteousness that he hath had shall not 
be mentioned unto him, but in his trespass V\& s&aXi 
die" ? Far be it from me to sa-j \\q-w \«&^ fea "VssA 
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shall bear with man ; how long he may trespass ere 
he dies forever; but I think it most presumptuous 
to suppose that God cannot in honor (for it does 
come to this) disannul the covenant from which man 
has already retracted all his share ; though this, 
truly, is but a passive one, a surrender of the will- 
spirit to the faith of Jesus. 

What good it does me to clear up my ideas on 
prayer I hut there is a limit beyond which intellect 
cannot go. No one can fully explain the admission 
of evil into the heart. We say " it is because I 
listen to temptation ;" but why do I listen to tempt- 
ation ? Because 1 did not watch unto prayer. The 
Calvinist would say, perhaps, "Because I am without 
the covenant;" but lie allows that a person may sin 
who is in it. Suppose I am one of these? The 
origin of evil must ever be hidden, but not of evil 
only; the moral nature of man must ever be a mys- 
tery to his ittt':U.i-:tnt>l nature, for it is above it. 
There is a natural testimony to the supremacy of the 
moral in man ubovi? t lie intellectual. 

10(A Mo. 8th. The charm of book and pen has 
been beguiling mo of my reward; but now my soul 
craves to be offered a living sacrifice. 

10th Mo. 19th. The world was fearfully my snare 
yesterday ,— I mean worldly objects, innocent, in 
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themselves. These things only show the depth of 
unrenewed nature within. Though it slumbered, it 
could not be dead. My " wilderness w 
oh, I fear they must be exceedingly protracted ere 
the hosts that have come out of Egypt with me fall; 
ere I tan find in mi/xlf [hat lilcssnl possession of the 
promised inheritance, which, I believe, in this life is 
the portion of the tlwrouf/h <.'hri*tiau : '"'they that 
believe do enter into rest." Why, then, do not I? 
Oh, it is for want of believing; for want of faith; I 
fear to trust the Lord to give me my inheritance and 
conquer my foes, and will not "go up and possess 
the land." Then, again, in self-confidence, I will go 
up, whether the Lord be with ine or not; and so I 
fall. But surely, surely it need be so no longer. I 
■mifjhl devote myself to Christ, and He would lead me 
safely through all. The shining of the fire and the 
shading of the cloud aro yet in the ordering of the 
Captain of Salvation. 

20th. Exceeding poor; and yet I rejoice in what 
I trust is somewhat of the poverty of spirit which is 
blessed. 



I 



" Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
To the cleansing fount I fly. 
Wash me, Saviour, (rt \ Sis" 
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21s/. I feel myself in much danger of falling, — 
manifold temptations all round to love the world, and 
how little slay within ! 

22d. Yet the Lord was kind, most kind, to me in 
the evening, constraining me to say within my heart, 
" Surely I am united to Christ my Saviour." Oh, 
the joy of feeling that we are in any measure His! 
May I by no means withdraw myself from His 
hands, that He may do for me all that His mercy 
designs, and which I am well assured is hut begun. 
This morning a cvuinb of bread was given me, in the 
shape of a sense that Christ is yet mine, but that He 
will be waited on in simplicity of heart to do His own 
work. Oh, the eomfort of having a fountain to flee 
to set open for sin ! hourly have I need of it. 

Wth Mo. 2d. I have felt deeply the necessity of 
the thorough subjugation of the will to the Divine 
will : if it were effected, all must work for good to 
me. Little cross-occur re noes, instead of exciting 
ill tempers, would serve as occasions for strengthen 
ing my faith in God. When He giveth quietness, 
what should make trouble? 'Tis wonderful to think j 
what long-suffering kindness the Lord has t 
me! I can compare myself only to the prodigal I 
son saying, "Give me my portion of goods" — goodaj 
&pirhu*\; as if I thought once furnished, 
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again to have recourse to a father's compassion. Oh, 
often have I wasted this substance in a. very short 
time; but the Lord haa reckoned better than I 
in my self-confidence, lie saw how I should have to 



I 



come back utterly destiti 
had mercy. Oh that 1 1 
tion to carry away, but s> 
van is and the child re u 
hourly by Him, learning 
to those who are willing 
own, "All that I have is 






1 has 



again and again t 
aight no more ask for a por- 
iek to dwell among the ser- 

of His honse, to be fed 
in what sense He does say 

to have nothing of their 



12th Mo. 6//t. Nice journey to Falmouth. 
we have been since Second-day learning our own 
manifold deficiencies ; but this, under a genial atino- 
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12(1 Mb. 25th. Seventh-day. I trust, now we 
are all together for the winter, there will be an effort 
on my part to help to keep up a higher tone of foe 
ing, aim, and conversation', not mtw ^sav^i"" 
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really to speak to each other for some good purpose, 
ia what I do wish. What an engine, for good or 
evil, we neglect and almost despise ! and if it ia not 
employed properly, when at home, how can it be 
naturally and intelligently exercised when abroad ? 

Fourth-day, 31s(. Called on a poor sick man, — he 
quietly waiting, I hope, for a participation in perfect 
peace, and penetrated with the sense that man can do 
nothing of himself. Surely this must be a step to- 
wards knowing what God can do. I hope he will be 
able to see and pay some thing more yet ; but I would 
not ask him for any sort of confession. It is a fear- 
ful thing to interfere with one who seems evidently 
in hands Divine. 

Thus ended 1845. Oh that it had been better 
used, more valued, more improved in naturals, intel- 
lectuals, and spirituals ! Oh that I bad cultivated 
kindness and dutiful affection in the meekness of 
wisdom j and as an impetus seems to have been lately 
received to industry in study, etc., oh, may God 
give me grace to spend another year, so far as I 
live through it, in industrious Christianity too! 

1st Mo. 1th, 1846. I should gratefully acknow- 
ledge the loving-kindness and tender mercy which, 
after all my wanderings, has again been shown : "I 
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will prepare their heart, I will cause their car to hear," 
was sweet to ine this morning. Though sometimes 
lamenting that I hear so little of the voice of pardon 
and peace, I have felt this morning that I have ever 
heard as much as was safe for me in the degree of 
preparation yet known. 

1st Mo. 19/h. Some earnest desires last evening, 
this morning, and in the night, to be set right in 
spirit. Struck with the test, " His countenance doth 
behold the upright," — not that the upright always 
behold His countenance: that is not the thing their 
safety consists in. "Thou most upright dost weigh 
the path of the just," that is, of the truly sincere 
and devoted. Ah ! how blessed that such aa unerr- 
ing balance should apportion the way of a finite and 
blind being ! 

3d Mo. 2d. Little E. P. died last week, aged three 
years, — a child whom God had taught. I ventured a 
little poem for his mamma, I think without harm. 
The poetry-contest, some time since, was doubtless 
useful as a check, but I seem to have lost the pro- 
hibition, and enjoy, I hope, innocently. 

Sixth-day. School, more encouraged than some- 
times: got on well with geography -class ; visited 
various poor people, — feeling very useless, but some 
satisfaction. Oh, it were a awcefc V\i\^ \» i» ^A- 
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from the right motive, as a natural effect of love. 
I fear I do my poor share more to satisfy conscien- 
tiousness ; and that is a dull tMng. 

3d Mo. 17th. Faith small, world strong; but this 
evening something like grasping after "the childly 
life beyond." A childly life I want. Oh for sim- 
plicity, faith, quietness, self-renunciation! 

Yesterday rode alone to Wheal, Sister's mine. Gave 
W. B. tracts for the girls. Thence to Captain N., 
to get his daughters to colletl for Bibles. His nice 
wife seemed interested; said it was very needful. 
Many families had not a Bible there; the place a 
century behind the West. Rode home dripping, but 
glad that I had not been turned back. Learned part 
of the 42d Psalm in German. 

3d Mo. 21th. What testimony of gratitude ean I 
record to that tender mercy which has drawn near to 
me this evening? Oh that the "Anon with joy" 
reception may not be united with the " no root in 
myself"! I hare thought of the Israelitish wander- 
ings, caused by faithless folly in refusing to "go np 
and possess the land." Oh, that laek of living ap- 
propriating faith may not thus protract the period 
ere my own passage through the spiritual Jordan, the 
river of self-renunciation, and death of the "old 
man," into the Beulnh of a thorough introduction to 
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the shecpfold I It is easy to say that it would be too 
presumptuous to venture on the final, full, childlike 
appropriation of Christ; but, oh, presumption, I do 
deeply feel, is more concerned in the delay. It ia 
presumptuous to put oB', till brighter evidences and 
clearer offers of mercy, t!ie acceptance of grace to-day. 

ith Mo. llth. The Lord has been kind to me 
beyond expression. Not rapturous feeling, but calm 
and peaceful confidence, — though sometimes almost 
giving way to "the world, the flesh, and tlic devil," 
sometimes letting go faith; but, oh, He has been near 
through all ; then when His face baa shone upon me, 
how have I wondered that ever I loved the earth 
more than Himself! 

5tk Mo. 3d. Bristol. On the way to the Yearly 
Meeting. First-day. Most interesting meeting. I 
think the connection of evangelical doctriue with 
Christian worship is often not enough considered. 
The mere natural uusanetificd dread or awe of the 
Lord's presence is very different from that worship 
of God which is through Christ our Lord, who has 
made a way of access for us to the Father, who Him- 
self loveth us. If this be overlooked, there is little 
essential distinction between Christian worship and 
Oriental gnosticism— t lie delusion of raising the soul 
above the natural, by abstvactiovi wvi t^viN.^wJafes 
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of the Divine. This is the distinguishing glory of 
the gospel, that whereas the children of Israel said 
to Moses, " Speak thou to us, but let not God speak 
to us, lest we die,'' Christ, his antitype, hath broken 
down for his people " the middle wall of partition," 
hath abolished the enmity, and speaketli to us Him- 
self as God, and yet as onee in our flesh. 

5th Mo. 10th. Letter from father, from Niagara. 
Awful spectacle, and most edifying emblem of His 
unchanging word of power whose voice is as the 
sound of many waters. 

This evening had a nice meeting; my sou! longed 
for light and life in the assembly. 

Of our dear father's safe arrival in Liverpool we 
heard on our way to the train in the morning, and 
now we settled in to expect him we had so long lost! 

And, after meeting him in London and alluding 
to conversation with friends who called to see 
him, she says, — 

" But with father the fact of presence, real 
meeting, actual talk, seemed more engrossing than 
the thing talked. Oh that I had a really grateful 
heart to the Lord tor these His mercies ! 

7 lit. [Alluding tii a mmtingut Devonshire House.] 
It is, indeed, "looking not at the tilings which are 
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seen," when we really accept with equal, nay, with 
greater, joy, His will to speak by the little as by the 
great, or by His Spirit only, when comruunio 
truth is preferred to communication of the true. 

5th Mo. 29rt. And now that my London expe- 
rience is over, as to meetings, preachings, prayera, 
what, oh, what is the result on this immortu! spirit 
of mine, which has on this occasion been brought, 
as it were, in contact with some of the honorable 
and anointed messengers, with that which is good? 
And yet it is possible that contact may not produce 
penetration, and that penetration may not produce 
assimilation. I can unhesitatingly say, the first and 
second have been produced ; but then these arc but 
transactions id' the time, not abiding transformations; 
and if these are all? But, surely, it cannot be; 
surely, when my heart melted within me, especially 
on Second-day morning, and T heard the word "and 
anon with joy received it," some depth of central 
stone was fused Into softness; some actual change, 
effected, that I might not have altogether " no root" 
in myself. Sometimes predominated a fear that in- 
tellectual interest interfered with spiritual simple 
reception of good, that thin would vanish when that 
was over; sometimes the responsibility of being thus 
ministered to was truly a wc\«kj vWa.'jJcAi-, %» \sssw* 
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more than on that morning did I so understand, "Go 
preach, baptizing." Soiiiemiies I. thought that God 
had indeed brought mo to this Yearly Meeting to 
make me then and there his own; and when I heard 
of passing by transgressions as a cloud, I was ready 
to think my own were indeed dissolving as one. I 
felt strongly the superiority of religion to every 
other thing, not merely for its external aim. God, 
but for its internal power on self, how these master- 
pieces of the human creation were not only made the 
most of' by religion, but that it alone ean make any 
thing of the whole, man.. How strongly do we feel, 
when with a clever, talented, irreligious man, that he 
has a latent class of moral powers which have not 
been called into action, that on this poiut he may be 
inferior to the veriest child ; but God, who has made 
man fur himself, has made in every man a royal 
chamber, for himself spiritually to dwell in; and if 
this be not reappropriated to him, (which is religion,) 
his capacity for the Divine is not exercised, and he 
ia not only not made the most of, but bis best nature 
is not even made use of. What a privilego to have 
intercourse with those in whom the very reverse ia 
the ease! What a stimulus to the little mind, to 
become not eu.mil to the great, but proportions 
Chri/itJankcd — i.e. equally devoted! and this 
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Christian perfection; not to have arrived at the 
highest attainment of intercourse with God ever 
granted to man, but to have the will thoroughly will- 
ing God's will. This is, indeed, better far than a 
mere knowledge of what that will ia. But in some 
whom I have seen, there is a beautiful union of a 
high degree of this knowing and willing; and these 
are they to whom it is given to edify the Church. 
* * * How shall T enough praise and thank the 
Lord, who has so condescended to my weak and 
ainfu! condition, that though my head perhaps knew 
nil before, and my heart was disobedient, He has so 
brought me under the mighty ministry of His Word 
of life, that for a while all seemed melted and sub- 
jected, and my heart longed to accept Him and his 
reconciliation to me on the blessed terms, not the 
harsh terms, but the privileged terms, of my being 
reconciled to Him. Oh, what an error to think any 
thing harsh or hard in the requirements of the gos- 
pel! It is a merey beyond man's conception, that we 
are commanded, " Be ye holy, for I am holy." 

6lh Mo. Vlth. Yesterday my twenty-third birth- 
day. In the evening a song of praise seemed to fill 
my heart fur the vast mercy shown me of late. God, 
who is rich in mercy for His great love wherewith He 
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loved me when I was deud in sins, has. truly begun 
to quicken my beast 

6th Mu. Vlth. Had a note from of kind 

spiritual interest; but I think she mistakes my want, 
which is more of practical than of theoretical faith. 
Have ventured to tell her, in a note, what I feel and 
have felt. I think many who have left Friends, and 
become more decidedly serious since, remembering 
that when Friends the gospel was not precious to 
them, fancy it is undervalue! by the Society. My 
note is as follows : — 

My dear will, T hope, believe that I was not dis- 
posed to receive her affectionate Lines in any other than 
that spirit of ;-ve in which tbej were written, and in 
which, I am persuaded, it is the will of our hit-wed 
Saviour for His disciples "that they all may he one." 

Yea, my dear , I believe there in not a sentence ia 

thine in which I do nut heartily join ; and while we are 
both seeking to believe, as thou says, " with the heart'' 
in Christ our Saviour, " in whom we have redemption 
through Ilis blood, even the forgiveness of sins," let us 
say not only, " Here is a point on which we can unite," 
but here is [he one bond of fellowship, which unites the 
whole ransomed Church, throughout the world, and 
especially those who love each ether, as I trust we do. 
If we wore more willing to let Christ ho our nli iu all, 
surely we should inoro rc-uli/H this blessed truth. Dis- 
putations on theoretical differences seem to me like dis- 
putes on the principles of a fire-escape among those 
whose solo rescue depends on at onec oommitting them- 
aelvea to it, since the most perfect uniV-mMidin^ of its 
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principles ia utterly in Tain if they continue mere 
/ooAprs-on; while others, with perhaps far less head- 
knowledge, are safely landed. This, it seems to me, is 
the distinction between head-knowledge mid heart-know- 
ledge, between dead creed and living faith ; and every 
day, I think, more convinces me that it is "with the 
htart that mau belicvctli unto righteousness." As tliou 
hast so kindly Bpokcn of myself, and thy kind interest 
for mo, may I add that what I have known, small though 
it be, of this faith, has been all of grace; nor do I hope 
or wish but that it may be, from first to last, of grace 
alone. If I lore Christ, it is because He first loved me: 
because God, who is rich in mercy, has shown me the 
great love wherewith He loved me, when I was dead in 
sinB; nor should I have had one glimpse " of the know- 
ledge of the glory of God, in the face of Jesus Christ," 
had not God, who "commanded tin' light to shine out of 
darkness," shined into my heart. And dark and sad 
bas ever been the view of myself bestowed by that grace 
which brings salvation, long shining OS it were to make 
my darknesa visible ; but this do I esteem one of His rich 
mercies, who will have no rival in His children's hearts, 
and teaches us our own utter depravity and sinfulness ; 
that we may, without any itmivi'. fly to Ilim, " who has 
borne our sins in His own body on the (roe, that we might 
be saved from wrath through Him." And if it is of 
grace, that while we were yet sinners, " we were recon- 
ciled to (.ii.H.1 by the death of His Sun," it is by grace also, 
that " being refund led. we «liall be caved by His life." 
It is "not by works of righteousness which we have 
done, but according to Ilia mercy He aaveth us, by the 
washing of regeneration and renewing of the Holy 
Ghost." And here I find abvuutaafc w;e& \o y£t» ^sssfc. 
that I "receive not the grace <rt Go4\o. w»? Iot-cs^ 
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Christ cannot bo ours, if wo will not be his. But though 
I have to lament many a revolt, and many a backsliding, 
and many a denial in heart of Christ my Saviour, yet 
the Lord, who turned and looked on Peter, has not for- 
saken me ; the fountain set open for sin has been, I 
believo, set open for me ; and still does lie continue to 
"heal my biickslidin^s, and to We ma freely." For 
the future 1 have sometimes many a fear, because of 
this deceitful heart of mine ; and at others I can trust 
it in His hands, whose grace will be sufficient for me to 
the end, — that end, when I may realize, what I now 
assuredly believe, (bat the " </i/l of God is eternal life 
through Jdsup Christ our Lord." And now, my dear 

, are we not one. essentially one, botli one in Christ? 

I know that, uniting in the acknowledgment, and, above 
all, I trust, in the experience, of the great truths of the 
gospel, we differ in their applications and influences on 
subordinate points, and I beliero this must be expected 
to be often the case while "we see through a glass 
darkly;" hut we shall, I trust, "sen eye to eye, when 
the Lord shall bring again Zion;" and Ho will keep that 
which we have committed unto Him against that day, 
The Lord's "commandment is exceeding broad," and it 
is no wonder that our narrow mindu cannot adequately 
appreciate the whole, or that, while we believe the same 
things, we sometimes view them in different order and 
proportion, often being nearer each other than we are 
aware. I fear much good is not done by dtsvassiag dif- 
ferences; at least, / find it calls up feelings which are 
not good, and I lose more practically than I get or give 
theoretically. May the Lord bless us both in our pil- 
grimage, and guide us in a plain path to a city of hi 
habitation, where we shall not want sun, o 
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other thing than the glory of God and the Lamb, to be 
our everlasting light. 

I could not he satisfied without replying to thy kind 
remarks and hi'iuim-.- about my self and my hopes; but 
now, having said so much, 1 hope thou wilt not think it 
strange that I cannot argue on things about which we 
differ. I hare not adopted opinions without reflection, 
and it has fully satisfied myself; but I have nothing to 
spend in controversy, which I always find does me a 
great deal of harm. I hope we now know enough of 
each other to rejoieo in each other's joy. 

Gtk Mo. lGf/i. Last evening alone in the planta- 
tion. Sought the Lord. It was beautiful. Was not 
nature meant by IIlui to work in concert with Hia 
spirit on our hearts? Or is the calming and soothing 
power a thing confined to sense and sensibility? I 
suppose the latter, but that religion appropriates these 
OS well as all other faculties and parts of man's nature, 
and, where he would have praised nature, bids him 
praise God, his own God in Christ. 

6/A Mo. ISth. I have thought this summer a time 
of critical importance for my soul, for eternity. I 
have felt, and sometimes spoken, strongly, but always, 
I believe, honestly, unless I have imposed upon my- 
self. Thought I had accepted Christ. I thought He 
was my salvation and my all. " Yet once more" will 
the Lord shake not my earthly heart, but also my 
heaven, my hopes, my cxpectaiwcA, va \Xssbi.. '^ST'S*. 
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He convict ma still nl' holding the truth in unrighU 
eousness? How else can I explain to myself the 
pride which revolts from censure, the touchy disposi- 
tion, the self-justifying spirit, the jealousy of my re- 
putation, the anxiety to keep up my character? How 
else can I explain (lie inaptitude for the divine, the 
unwillingness to have the veil quite lifted from my 
heartj to display it even to my own eyes? Ah ! is it 
not that there is still a double mind and instability in 
all my ways, still a want, of that simplicity of faith, 
that humility, and poverty, and meekness of spirit, 
that can accept the gospel, still the self- righteousness 
(worse than " I am of Paul") which assumes to itself 
" I of Christ" ? Ah ! if I may yet lift my eyes 
through Him who hath borne even the iniquity of 
our holy things, keep me, Lord, from a wider 
wandering, till Thou bring me fully into the fold, 
the "little flock," to whom it is Thy uood pleasure to 
give thy kingdom. 

7ft Mo. 6A. * * * It is useless to conceal from 
myself that I have felt grieved at some, whom we 
might suppose grounded in the faith long sinee, ap- 
pearing to keep the expression of sole reliance on the 
mercy of God in Jesus Christ, as a sort of death-bed 
confession. I know full well that religion must be an 
uctitnl transformation of soul; but then the ground 
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of our hope that this will he perfectly effected ere 
we depart, is the mercy of God in Christ, quite as 
much as our hope of forgiveness of actual sin, and 
final salvation. Oh, some do separate things too much, 
as if it were possible to err by too full a reliance 
on Christ; as if there was a danger that He or 
we should, by that means, forget the work of grace. 
Grace is grace throughout, not of works, but of Him 
that calleth. Still, I belicvo there must and will be 
variations in our modes of viewing the great gospel, 
the "exceeding broad'' commandment. May we, as 
S. Tuke so beautifully said, '■ know one another in 
the one bond of brotherhood, 'One Lord, ono faith, 
one baptism;'" without entering into nice distine. 
tions and metiiphysiciil subtleties. And may I, to 
whom temptations of this kind arc naturally so acces- 
sible, be preserved in my own spirit from the snares 
of death, cleansed "from secret faults," kept from 
"presumptuous sins," and hidden in the Lord's 
pavilion from the strife of tongues. 

7th Mo. 9th. I have been thinking much of the 
young women at the Union, and yesterday went to 
see them. A sad spectacle ; but they seemed willing 
and glad to be visited, and I hope to go on< 
to read to them, and to teueh a few of thorn to read. 
Oh that my life were more useEu\AV»R\\.\s 
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7lh Mu. ISA. Oh, why was I induced to allow 
thoughts and reasonings to supplant worship! How 
they plead their own utility, and how like good is the 
thought about good ! but then the dry, barren, un- 
satisfied unrest of soul that followed! Strange, that 
thought employed to so little purpose at other times 
should pretend tu hi' so edifying in meetings. Reveries 
on probability, as being a mere relation between a 
cause and a spectator, or bystander; not between cause 
and effect, Thuiight it important touching free will 
and foreknowledge. God ia certain of futurity — wo 
are uncertain. Futurity is certain in relation to God, 
uncertain in relation to us— probable or improbable in 
relation to us, neither in relation to God ; but neither 
the certainty nor the probability exists in future non- 
existent fact, therefore I take it they do not influence 
the fact. This, pi-rhaps, is profitless; hut I am glad 
to find that thought on this point always tends to eon- 
firm what I believe is the true scriptural doctrine in 
opposition to Calvinism. This was a natural reaction 
on the minds of reformers from the Romish doctrine 
of justification by works. They no sooner found that 
man cannot make his own salvation, than they fancied 
he could not reject it. They learned that it was freely 
given to some, and fancied that it could not have been 
freely offered to all. 
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1th Mo. 20tfi. Merc carnal conscientiousness is a 
poor substitute for Jove of God. The constant in- 
quiry, "What must I do to kce[) an easy conscience?" 
is no proof of high Christian attainment; rather 
says the Christian, "What can I render for al! Hi B 
benefits ?" 

7th M". 30(7». A visit to J. Harvey's corpse. [A 
poor man whom she Iind (h'tjucutly visited.] I have 
been mucli concerned about him in days past, and 
now can a little rejoice in his exceeding joy. An 
emaciated, sallow i-oiiiitcTiiiiice, hut ,-peiiking perfect 
rest. He spoke scarccly-at all for some days. I saw 
him three days before his death, and could hut com- 
mend him to one of the "many mansions;'' but he 
could scarcely answer. 

A few passages about this period, record Eliza's 
desire for a friendship with some sympathizing 
mind out of her own family, — some one whose 
views, whilst tending to the same point as her 
own, would yet have the freshness of an alto- 
gether different experience. Not that she un- 
dervalued home affections, for that would have 
been quite contrary to her nature, but, after 
alluding to them warmly, she says, " At the same 
time, we want a friendship fot ^Ve. -t*s^ A "asset 
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| faculties and minds; and it cannot be, I believe, 
that one family should supply to any one of its 
members all tbat it is capable of appreciating 
and experiencing in the way of friendship." An- 
other entry states, "I have a new friendship 
with M. B., which promises substantial com- 
fort. Just the thing I have wished for all my 
life. We have exchanged two letters on each 
aide." This acquaintance ripened into a con- 
nection which was afterwards steadilj 
tained, — although the intercourse of the twi 
friends was principally by letter. That ■ 
cumstance, however, has caused the preserva- 
tion of thoughts and sentiments which other- 
wise would have been unrecorded; and, as the 
letters offer much of an interesting character, 
copious extracts from them are hereafter given: 

%ih Mo. 2d. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Surely, whoever is not a true friend to him- 
self and to his own best interests cnntiut lie such to 
another. Here, indeed, if I may hope to have part or 
lot in the matter, the thing aimed at is high ; but thit 
does not insure its attainment, and there in great ci 
for uare that the. humiliating d iscuvory ul' tin' ■li-i-n-pniity i 
between the two, does nut lead un to lower the one rather ( 
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than seek to elevate the other. I hove a strong belief 
of the importance of self-scrutiny and li.-.nesty with one's 
own heart, of real willingness to know and feel the 
worst of one's self, mid sincerity"!' application to the 
true means of remedy. Perhaps the very sense of defi- 
ciency in this particular, makes me Relieve the more its 
■value ; hut I dislike what I think to be the false humi- 
lity of some persons, who, while seeming to claim the 
blessings of religion, would think it presumption to pro- 
fess, or even cspeet, conformity to its standard. The 
presumption always scents tome ira Hie other side ; and 
yet who is free from it altogether ? Very long it takes 
some persons — of whom I am one- — to get through the 
seventh chapter of Romans. Many a time they get to 
the twenty-fourth verse, and stick in the twenty-fifth, 
looking wishfully over the barrier which divides them 
from the eighth chapter ; and yet, if thoroughly willing 
to know the worst of themselves, they would perhaps 
find that it is because a part of n man's nature may go 
so far, while It requires tin"; tr/iole spirit to make this 
last transition. I think I long for true humiliation in 
the evidence of my own deficiency here. 

I did, indeed, ctijoy tli<' Yearly Meeting's Epistle: it 
is a wholesome one in these days. How refreshing is 
it in thought, to abstract ourselves from the words and 
doings of men, and think of that one eternal unchanging 
truth, which can never he inconsistent with itself and 
which, though hid from the wise and prudent, is re- 
vealed to babes! Here I think the belief of the identity 
of h .in- mvn elianw.er ln-n ■after, ri.iac.n in well, and 
should lead us t'. founder whether we love truth abso- 
lutely, and not only relatively \» VYw t\TM«is!<a»sRR> 
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which ivill not exist then ; and whether we can he happy 
in a land where righteousness and peace forever kiss 
each other. And may I, without vanity and just in 
illustration, quote froni a rhyme of ray own ?— 

While thus we long, in bonds of clay, 

For freedom's advent bright, 
Upbraid the tardy wheels of day, 

And call tho slumbering light, 

Do we no willing fetters wear 
Which our own hands have made, 

No self-imposed distresses hear, 
And court no needless shade? 

While our departed friends to meet 

We often vainly sigh, 
To hold in heaven communion sweet, 

Communion large and high, 

Do we, while here on'earth wo dwell, 

Those pure affections show 
For which «"c lull" to bid farewell 

To ail we love below ? 

For no unhaliow'd footstep falls 

Upon that floor of gold ; 
Those pearly gates, tliost; crystal walls, 

No earthly hearts enfold. 

And if our voice on earth be strange 

To notes of praise and prayer, 
That voice it is imt death's to change, 

Would make but discord there. 
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Slh Mo. 10th. Strange vacillations of feeling ; at 
one time on the point of trustiug the Lord for 
eternity, at another, cannot trust him even for time. 
At one time would cast my whole soul on him; at 
another, will bear the weight of every straw myself, 
till I become quite overloaded with them. Oh, 
what a spectacle of fully, and weakness, and sin! 
A soul immortal spending all her powers, wasting 
her strength in strenuous idleness ! 

Stk Mo. 1G7A. Very busy making things tidy, 
and resolved, almost religiously, to keep them so. 
I think T would not, for any consideration, die with 
all my things in disorder. Disorder must be the 
result of a disordered miud, and not only ao, it 
reacts on the mind and makes it worse in turn. 

8(A Mo. 18th. People do not say enough of the 
need of consistency, when they speak of trusting in 
Providence instead of arms. It was consistent in 
William Penn, but it would not have been consist- 
ent in his contemporaries, who took the Indians' 
land for nought. Providence is not to be made a 
protector of injustice, of which arms are the fitting 
shield. Oh that consistency, earnestness of cha- 
racter, were more valued ! 

8th Mo. 2&d. Some true wish, may I say prayer, 
that Christ may now, now, blot out iw, ■&. OiwA va-j 
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sins, even on his own terms, which, I am more con- 
vinced, do not consist of things required of us to 
give in exchange for his mercy, hut are a part of 
that mercy, a part of that redemption. \*es, when 
sin becomes thoroughly a burden, as sin, then we see 
that grace would be indeed iniporiWt, if it was not 
to ho u deliverance from the power, as welt as the 
punishment, of sin ; and if we ask fur grace, and yet 
cherish sin, truly we know not what spirit we are 
of, we wish not for complete salvation while wc are 
asking for it. Mercy is a broader thing than our 
most earnest prayers suppose ; yea, it is " above all 
that wc can ask or think." 

8th Mo. Letter to M. B. 

* B * How little it avails to know the theory of 
wisdom and folly, right and wrong, etc., just so as to 
occupy oaly the perceptive and reasoning faculties 1 
"What we want, what the world wants, I think, is the 
Christian version of the present so fashionable idea of 
earnestness, or, as I have thuuglit it may imply, consist' 
ency of character. Wo get ideas and opinions in a dead 
way, and then they do not pervade our characters; we 
have hut half learned them; they have influenced not 
our feeling, but only our knowing faculties, and then 
perhaps it had been better not to have known the way 
of truth. A full response is in my heart to the difficulty 
of keeping things in their right pluecs, neither can I at 
all agree to the idea "that where the love of the world 
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perverts one, the fear of it perverts ten ;" at least, under- 
standing the world to mean "whatever passes as I 
cloud between the mental eye of faith and things un- 
seen." Many a time has the book-shelf and the writing- 
desk been made a substitute for the oratory. As to 
friendship taking this place, surely the whole idea of a 
C/iurc/t is bused on that of Christian fellowship in its 
strict sense. Be it ours to know what (hat means, and 
then, if our love to Christ is the main bond of union, 
while that continues, we shall love him the more rather 
than the less on that account. But I know that friend- 
ship includes various other dements, and may we bo 
sensible that if these are made the main things in our 
esteem, not only our faith, but our friendship too, bo- 
comes debased. 



Respecting the seventh ami eighth chapto of Roman*, 
n believe I agree with thee ; but lately I have had 
stronger feelings than I used to have about the dis- 
tinction between i.li-j'u-lirt religion and infant religion. 
The full feeling of our corruption must certainly precede 
the full reception •>( the Christian's joy; and I believe 
we ought not to be too anxious to reduce to regular 
theory what is so much above our finite understandings 
as the work of the Holy Spirit in tho heart. Still, I 
think there is, when it jrues in an it ou^ht to do, unob- 
structed, a completeness in all its stages. There may 
and ought to be a perfect infant, then a perfect youth, 
then a perfect man, and I don't know hew to apply to 
tbe advanced stage only : tluit blessed declaration which I 
sometimes think expresses the sum of Christian liberty, 
"There is, therefore, now no condemnation to them wMcK 
are in Christ Jesus." Still, it will W tpvAe ^wwi ' 
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to reason about this when we Have attained such an en- 
tirely childlike state ; nor, I suppose, shall we ba long 
in discovering the jii-ivi !'■-■>■ vf whirl] ivt shall then be in 
possession— "Of such is the kingdom of heaven." Then, 
doubtless, we shall be furthest from reasoning at nil. 

Wo have been much interested with the last volume 
of D'Aubigiic.. 'I'll'' ini|'i.-i'ri.'i.'ti'.m ('full lln: instruments 
ia strikingly shown. Luther's obstinate transubstan- 
tiationorconsubstamiatioi] ducti-hies, Melancthon's timid 
concessions to lli' 1 Papists, and /winkle's carnal warfare, 
ending in the tragedy of Cappel, and, as it seems, in the 

long delay of the c.-itablisl .'iit of the I'eformatinn in 

Switzerland. D'Aubigne appears very sensible of this 
inconsistency : even the loss of Ecolampadius by a peace- 
ful death ho represents as a happy en courage men t to 
the Church after the blow it had received ; but I don't 
think D'Anljigiii'' a thm-ou^h (maou advocate, lie makes 
so much distinction bctwi.-ou tin; Churchman and States- 
man, that I fear he would allow of mere rulerB and 
magistrates taking up arms on merely secular affairs, 
though he does not wish the Church to be defended by 
such. I should llko to kuow thy impression of the early 
Christians' opinion on war. Neaoder allows that a party 
objected to it, as in the case of Maximilian, a.d. 229; 
hut says that very sincere Christian s were soldiers in 
the Roman army, till Galenos. required all soldiers to 
take part iu the heathen ceremonies. 

8(A Mo. 26(i. Oh, how shall I set forth His 
tender compassion, who has blessed ine this evening 
with, T was going to say, the abundance of peace 
and truth 1 Oh, how near He has been, helping me 
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to cast my all on Ilini, helping me to leave the 
things that are behind, yea, and the things that arc 
before too, as far as self is concerned, and commit 
my future way and safety to Him ! When His love 
has been made known, how have I been grieved by 
feare of future folly, fears, too, that have been griev- 
ously fulfilled. What a pretest this for harassing 
myself with fears that it will be so again ! But, oh, 
these fears arc very far from that fear which the 
Lord will put into His children's hearts, that they 
shall not depart from Him. They have no preserving 
power over me; they are "of the earth, earthy," and 
solely come from distrust of that grace which is ever- 
sufficient; from a desire to have a share myself in 
that victory which is Christ's alone. Oh, if my 
cessant regards were to Him alone, He would take 
all care on Himself. " lie is the same yesterday, to- 
day, and forever," and His faith it "the victory 
Which overcomes the world." Humility, true watch- 
fulness, and self-distrust are diametrically opposed 
to this careful spirit : their language ever is, "I am 
nothing, Christ is all." 

8th Mo. 27 Ih. Changed indeed ; not any light to 
be seen in my dark heart. Yet I look up, I trust 
singly, to Him from whom it came yesterday ; and 
thither may I look till again tae is,^ \>v.wi«.. ^ra»A. 
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Full sincerity, "more than they that watch 
for the morning" 7 Alas that I am eo versatile ! 
Christina arid worldling within a day. Oh for a 
deeper Bense that I am not my own, — that I have no 
right to disturb the sanctuary of my own spirit 
when God has made it such,— that there is no other 
way than whole-hearted and honest-hearted Chris- 
tianity to attain ihe heavenly kingdom ! 

9(4 Mo. Oth. Letter to M. B. 

Our wily foe finds every tiling which pro- 
duces strong emotion and commotion of mind a good 
opportunity for trying new temptations, and, at any 
rate, tries hard to keep us from committing all to a 
better hand than ours. I feel quite ashamed of the 
measure of his sueeess with me ; but surely we want a 
new san ctifi cation every day, — a new reenrrenco to the 
grace tbat will set "all dislocated bones," as J. Fletcher 
calls unsnnctiiicd feelings and a (feet ions. 1 was much 
pleased with this comparison, which I found in his life 
the other day. I think it is an admirable eieniplificHr 
tiou of the uneasiness and pain of mind they cause. 
But how very uncertain our frames of feeling are ; 
sometimos thinking there is but one thing which we have 
not quite given up to God, and sometimes, with perhaps 
corrector judgment, lamenting, "all my ion.-.* are out 
of joint." May we, my dear M., encourage each other 
in seeking help of Him who received and healed all 
that had need of healing. 

9th Mo. 20th. Finished most interesting re' 
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of John Foster's life. * * * Foster was a very 
deep thinker. He thought the boundary of the 
kuowable wider than the generality do. This may 
be; but I fancy he dues not always admit siiffieieut 
weight in his arguments to the manifest relations 
and actings of the unknown upon the known. He 
was Calvinistic; this, joined to a strong view of the 
moral perfection and benevolence of God, led him 
to the natural rusult of denying tlcntvl punishments. 
Could he have seen more of the essence of a human 
spirit, as he doubtless now sees it, I venture to think 
that that mysterious pcT.-niuHty, by virtue of which 
man may be said to chuose his destiny, /.<■. to embrace 
destruction, or to submit to be saved by the Saviour 
in his own way, that the perception of this personal 
image of God in man might vindicate the Divine 
perfection and bi'iievoleiii'O, and make it evident that 
our "salvation is of God, and our destruction is of 

10(4 Mo. 2d. Oh to ho permitted any taste of 
that grace which is free — ever free; which brings a 
serene reliance on eternal love; which imprints its 
own reflection on the soul! Oh, be that reflection 
unbroken by restless disquiets of mind; be that 
image watchfully prized, and waited for, and waited in. 

10(/i Mo. 5th. Some sweetness Va *\\\&\\\«,Vc.-« 



BRIEF MEMOIR OF 

i akin is "having nothing" to " 



846. 
; all 



10th Mo. 14(/i. Talk with James Teare on the 
immorality of drinking. Query : — Is it per se a tin 
to drink a little? He does not affirm it in pure 
abstract, hut says that do action can be purely 
abstract; and that as to uphold an immoral system 
is immoral, as the drinkiag system is immoral, as 
moderate draughts uphold the drinking system, and, 
in tact, eaunot be drunk by the community without 
giving birth to drunkenness — ergo, moderate drinking 
is an immoral practice. He does not at all judge 
those who do not sec it; only says thoy ought to 
accept light and knowledge, and he cannot doubt 
what would then bo the result. 

10th Mo. llth. The above talk with J. Teare was 
a great satisfaction to ine; we went that evening to 
his meeting, and after two hours of deep interest in 
a crowded meeting 1 signed llie pledge, with a hand 
trembling with emotion. I could not trust myself to 
tell S. that the pleasure he expressed was but a faint 
reflection of mine. I have been expending two days 
in a letter to the Friend on " Distillation," which I 
ardently hope to get inserted. 

Ufft Mo. %d. kast evening sweetly realized in 
some degree beiog in the Lurd'6 own hands; and 
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this morning again euabW !o cease from my own 
vain attempts and trust the Lord. Oh, the folly of 
the long trials I have made to do something, when I 
come before Him ! It is all in vain. If I am ever 
saved it will he His doing, Ilia fr-v. tjruw, and this 
moment can I tall Jesus my Saviour. On Fifth-day 
I read Barclay's fifth Proposition — pleased and 
satisfied almost entirely with it. 

Ylih Mo. 5/A. 1 have got my letter inserted in 
the Friend ; the editor says my zeal has carried me 
too far as to means ; lie agrees as to the evil of the 
system. Oh that it were seen aa it deserves ! But 
how talk of abolition by lav, and keep spirit-n 
chants in the Church ? [See Friend, vol. iv. J 
232.] 

\2tk Mo. llfA, — Letter to M. B. 

* * * Noihing, I think, loses by its foundation 
being tried. We sec that in yet higher things it is need- 
ful and right often to try whether principle is firm ; and, 
though sometimes wc may tremble lest faith should fail 
in the trial, perhaps it would be more just to fear leat 
the trial should merely show it already to have fallen. 
What thou trnyest about laying aside reasoning Is very 
true ; hut how hard to do so 1 Saul's armor doubtless it 
Is, ns says the little tract. How easy, comparatively, to 
Jet any want go unsiitislii'd, rather than that imperious 
reason which urges its claim with so macij ^w*k -^«i- 
tences, which tells us truth Vi\\ u.\\\a.^a >nssx -tomssS^x- 
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tion, anil that if we cannot explain by our small faculties 
experiences in which the highest mysteries arc involved, 
the experience.-- must have been fallacious ! How different 
is this sort of voluntary and almost presumptuous self- 
investigation from submitting all to the unerring touch- 
stone ! It is, indeed, very instructive to observe that our 
Saviour's rejoicing in spirit was not over the subjects of 
some wondrous apocalypse, or over those endowed with 
miraculous power, but over " babes ;" and that in the 
same way His lamentation was not that the Jews had 
refused His offers of any thing of this kind, but that 
they "would not" be "gathered" by Him as "chickens 
under their mother's wing." 

It was the fault of my obscure exprcs-ion, that when 
I spoko of my "painful reason" I did not make it ap- 
parent that I meant it of the faculty of reason, which 
has been a very unquiet occupant of my mind for some 
years past, and which has led me to the conclusion that 
our mental atmosphere, the whole system of feelings, 
affections, hopes, doubts, fears, perplexities, etc., is one 
which it is dangerous needUs&ly and wilfully to disturb. 
When once wo have carelessly wrought up a storm it is 
not in our own power so quickly to lay it. and the poor 
mind is almost compelled to t'liJurc passively the dis- 
turbance till these unruly elements spontaneously sub- 
side, or something better interferes fur its help. Surely, 
if there has been any resting-place given us, if our eyes 
have ever seen the " quiet habitation," we ought to fear 
the escitemont of any thing which naturally breaks the 
equilibrium. I believe some people think imagination 
the unruly member among the mental parte; hut with 
me it ie the aforesaid offender decidedly. I hope I do 
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ntt lease thee about teetotalisni : it lies near my heart, 
and has dime so for a long time ; and though I too find 
it an effort sometimes to give up an evening to a meeting 
of that aort, it is such a comfort to be able to do any tiling 
to show nn which side I am, that I think I ought not to 
mind that. 

1st Mo. 1&, 1847. Yesterday, and the day before, 
gently blest in spirit with having things placed more 
in their right position in my heart than for some 
time before. One evening I bad toiled long in vain, 
could not overcome a sad sense of spiritual deficiency. 
It occurred to me that this might be the very best 
thing for mc: then I opened my heart and welcomed 
It; and, oh, bow did a smile of compassion beam 
upon me, and the grace that would not be purchased 
came in full and free! But it is infinitely important 
to watch for more. 

Than experiencing both " how to be abased" 
and " how to abound," she learned to be satis- 
fied with poverty, and recognized in barrenness, 
as welt as in richness of joy and love, a guiding 
and purifying grace, leading on to the perfect 
life in Christ. 

ls< Mo. 10th. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Oh for that aiinple faith which. tVsssa. «ijissiS»a. 
of as mastering mountains cf &ifiiev.\bj, ■a.vA'&aX.'^Vvri 
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might or power, but by its intrinsically victorious 
nature! I have sometimes been struck by the way in 
which this is asserted in the text, "This is the victory 
which overeomcth the world, even our faith." 
taken for granted that there will be a contest and a 
victory; hut if there is true faith the world will certainly 
be overcome : I mean pruvidisl the faith in held fast, 
may be abandoned, or foes within may betray the 
citadel : but it will nut. otherwise yield to press 
without. May we, if possible, encourage one another 
not to let go that ,-niiill, iimi. it may be, fhiiusNiiiir u 
almost expiring confidence, which hntli, not Only is r 
mised, great recom pon.se of reward. I little thought t< 
come to any thin jr. »■■ eticijm'ajjLiijr, when beginning a s< 
of lamentation over myself. But really there i 
mueh that is deceptive in the deceptive heart ; so n 
things, even our humility, that we once thought of tl 
right kind, turn out to have been home refined manifes 
ation of spiritual pride, that we may daily find, &■ 
I do, that the question "Who can cure it?" follows i 
judgment an "'desperately wicked," with emphas 
as great as that of "Who can know it?" is prompted b 
the diseovery that it is "deceitful above all things." 



* * * Job Thomas's death-bed has long b 
interesting one to me ; and I think his parting addi 
especially seeing it is a translation from Welsh, < 
remarkably the impression of a mind beginning to I 
shone upon from the other world. On the other liar 
death-beds of opposite characters, such as " Al turnout" 
in Murray's Power of Religion, carry a no 
vincing evideuco of the dark realities to com* 
toy father was iu America he was much interested with 
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hearing from a friend. a frinuTc (.■imiwiion or whom had 
lived in the house with Tom Payne, some account of the 
lost houra of that wretched man, who appears to have 
hecome ao fully sensible of his fatal errors as to have 
written n recantation, which some of his infidel friends 
destroyed. The account they gave to Cobbett was en- 
tirely falae ; as the friend related that he eipressed to 
her the greatest sorrow for the harm that he had done, 
and, on hearing that she had burned some of his bouks, 
he expressed a wish that all had done the same.* 

* * * Total abstinence, as well as many other good 
causes, anil the good cause, have lost a noble advocate in 
our honored and lamented friend J. J. Gurney. It is 
hard to reconcile one's mind to so sudden a summons; 
bo little time for his sorrowing friends to receive those 
ever valuable and prcciuu.-i li^acies, "dying sayings," 
We have heard of nothing of that kind ; and perhaps he 
was not conscious of tin: approach of death at all. So 
mnch tho brighter, doubtless, the glad surprise of the 
transition. Oh, how one longs fur permission to look 
in at heaven's opened door-way after the entrance of 
such aoula ! 

1st Mo. 2'3il. To-day, writing rhyming Irish 
appeal. It got the upper hand and made mo sin — 
BO unhappy abnut it. When I believe sincerely 
desiring to offer it up to the Lord's will, I grew 
easy to continue it,. Perhaps it was a selfish and 
self-pleasing influence, but I think not bo. I felt 

» For a further account suo Life of Stephen Grollet, tal. v. ■%. 
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very glad afterwards to be able to ask to have all 
my heart consecrated by the Lord's spirit; and I do 
believe that to reetify, not extinguish the bent of 
our faculties, is religion's work. 

This appeal on behalf of the poor Irish was 
never made public. It had occupied her 
thoughts very deeply, and, bad she seen fit to 
publish it, might have been an auxiliary to the 
material efforts on behalf of the sufferers in 
which she, in common with many others at that 
period, was warmly engaged. 

Many visits to poor people. In some I felt able 
to talk to them of heavenly things. I believe it is 
right to speak in love and interest, but never to out- 
strip our feelings. " T was sick, and ye visited me," 
refors to a duty; and surely, when we are blessed 
with a knowledge of the way of salvation, and feel 
anxious for the salvation of others, it is right to do 
our endeavors; at the same time well knowing that 
God only can (ouch the heart. I believe that indif- 
ference and indolence do much shelter themselves 
under pretence of leaving God's work to Himself. 
I have often learned salutary lessons in doing my 
little 
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2d Mo. 19ri. I have been musing upon "my 
sorrow was stirred," Can it he that every heart is a 
treasury of sadness which has but to bo stirred up 
to set ua in mourning? Is it proportionate to the 
amount of evil? Does a certain amount of evil 
necessarily bring a certain amount of sorrow soon or 
iate? Do we suffer only hy our own fault, unless 
a grief is actually inflicted upon us? I think not. 
There may be mental storms, over-eastings of cloud 
in the mind's hemisphere, independent of the exha- 
lations from the soil. 

2d Mo. 23d. Letter to M. B. 

* * * The truth is, that I was onee fonder of read- 
ing than of almost any thing else. * * * I don't 
know how to tell thee about the strangely sad impres- 
sion that has followed, that, "this also is vanity." I 
know" it is our duty to improve eiui- minds, and I wish 
much that mine had been better cultivated than it has 
been, and jet some utilitarian infirmity of mind has so 
often suggested, "What use is it?" while I have boon 
reading, that my zest for the book has been almost de- 
stroyed, and the very thought of the volume has been 
saddened by r^menilu'niig what I IV- It while reading it. 
So that what E. Barrett says of light reading is true to 
me of Schiller and some others: — 
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I hope those feelings arc not infectious, or I certainly 
would not inflict on thee the description. But do not 
take this as a general picture of mo. It is a morbid 
occasional state of things ; oiinsoi juont. liy reaction, on 
the exclusiveness of aim with which those things were 
followed. I learned sooner than I suppose many do. 
the earnestness. coldness, reality of life ; and there has 
come an impression of its hcing Urn late to prepare for 
life, and quite time to live. However imperfectly, I have 
learned that to live ought to bo to prepare to die ; but, 
without stopping 10 describe how that idea, has acted, a 
secondary purpose of being of some use to others has, I 
might almost say, tormented my fucnlu of cut] scion 1 ious- 
ness. Don't suppose that this is any evidence of religion 
or love. I believe it rather argues the contrary. Every 
attempt to do good ought to spring naturally from love 
to God and man ; not from a wish merely to attain our 
bean-ideal of duty. Now, though I so much like read- 
ing, I did not seem able to make any use of it ; for 
strangely confused were long my ideas of usefulness, 
and there has followed many a conflict between these 
two unsanetiliekl tendencies. Perhaps they have done 
some good in chastening each other and chastening their 
Owner. Do not think I prospered in either, for I have, 
as I said, a poor memory ; and then I wanted to see 
fruits of my labors, and spent a great deal of time in 
making charts; one of the history of empires, one of 
the history of inventions and discoveries; the latter, 
especially, was not worth the labor. I have had a taste 
of many things, and yet, to sjieak honestly, excel in 
hardly any thing : the reason of this is partly a great 
want of order. I never attempted any thing like a 
"course of reading;" but, when I began a book, the 
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book was the object mare than my own real improve- 
ment. I read often D. E. P., before I had read A. B. C., 
and bo grew confused, and then, if it is to be confessed, 
the childish pride of hating read a book was not with- 
out its influence. Poetry in modern times has cer- 
tainly become diluted in strength and value; but, 
though I have not at all a largo acquaintance, I think 
there are many good modern poets. I much, admire 
Wordsworth's •'Intimiiti'iiis of Immortality," as well as 
many of his shorter and simpler pieces — "The Long- 
eat Day," for instance. There is a great deal of good 
instruction, as well as deep thought, in his poetry; but 
there is not, I think, very clearly au evangelical spirit-; 
indeed, the "Excursion," which i.s beautiful, is unsatis- 
factory to mo in this respect. Longfellow I think not 
cltarbj influenced by religious principle, hut I do not 
see any thing contrary to it. Some of his short pieces 
are like little yew, — so beautifully '"', too. Elizabeth 
Barrett's [Browning] deep thoughts, rich poetical ideas, 
and thoroughly satisfactory principles, when they appear, 
[184CJ make her a great favorite with mo and with us 
all. Even her fictions, though so well told, are not 
wrought up, or full of romantic incident ; but the tale 
is plainly used merely as a thread on which to string 
rich thoughts and lessons. How much this is the ease 
with the '"Lay of the Brown Rosary!" Even the sad 
pieces, such as the "Lost Bower," end generally with a 
gleam of light, not from a mere meteor of passion or 
sentiment, hut from a day-spring of Christian hope. 
Perhaps I am too partial, for 1 know that taste, which in 
me is particularly gratified with E. Barrett, will influence 
ir judgment. Some of Trench's poems, too, I think, 
10 
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are worth learning; his "Walk in the Churchyard" I 
particularly like." 

3d Mo. 25tA. Letter to M. B. 

* * * But, oh, I do believe that if people did hut 
accustom themselves to view small things as parts of 
large, moments as p;ms nl' life, in I died s us parts of men, 
lives as parts of eternity, religion would cesse to he the 
mere adjunct which it now is to many. * * * I am 
convinced that till it be made the one object of our 
earnest love and endeavors, till we have an upright 
heart, till the leader of the fir-tree points direct to 
heaven, and all lateral shoots not merely refrain from 
interfering, but roainiy grow in order to support, nou- 
rish, and minister to it, we shall never have that per- 
fect peace, that rest of spirit, that powor to "breathe 
freely, "—conscious that wo are as if not all that we 
ought to be, — which constitute the happiness of a 
Christian. But enough of this : don't think I pretend 
to any such attainment, though I can sometimes say, "I 
follow after." 

"Re- 



acceptance of a humble quiet life, and her dislike of 
mere show and machinery in benevolence. I do not 
think the Lest public elm meters are those who accept 
formally, and for its own sake, a prominent station, bat 
those who, following their individual duty, and occupyiog 
their peculiar gifts, are thereby made honorable in the 
earth. To them, I fancy, publicity is often an accident 
of small moment ; and they who walk in the light of 
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heaven mind little whether earthly eyes regard or dis- 
regard them. I do not, however, covet for any one whom 
I love a conspicuous path. There must be many thorns 



Ath Mo. Ath. Much interested with Hester 
Kogers's life. The Methodist standard of holiness is 
full as high as Friends' — oiz. the gospel standard. 
Struck with the accordance with (1. Fox's experience. 
He was asked if he had no Bin, and answered, "Jesus 
Christ had put away his sin, and in Him (Jesus) is 
no sin." This was a young man. He grew much 
afterwards, doubtless, in faith and knowledge. What 
would be thought of a person, especially young, who 
should profess so much now ? Is the gospel changed ? 
It is, or we lack faith in its principle. We do not 
per^everinc/ty seek, th-trnninately seek, to know for 
ourselves what thig high attainment is. 

Nice visit at the Union on First-day. Congrega- 
tion enlarged, notwithstanding substitution of Bible 
for Tract, and very (juiet. Cornelius, a helpless sick 
man, seeming near death, melted my heart with his 
talk. I felt quite unfit to be called a "sister" by 
such a saint. 

Ath Mo. IQtJt, "To have had much forgiven" is, 
I con joyfully yet reverently record this, e^-wtttf^-mrj 
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blessed portion ; and in the sense, which us a cloud 
of warmth and light now dwells in my heart, of the 
loving-kindness and tender mercy of God in Christ 
Jesus, I have been ready to say, in effect, "Bless the 
Lord, my sou], and all that is within uie, bless his 
holy name," "who forgiveth all thine iniquities, 
who healeth all thy diseases, who redeeineth thy life 
from destruction, who crowneth thee with loving- 
kindness and tender mercies." How is all given me 
gratis, without money and without price ! Nothing 
is mine hut confusion of face for my oft-rept 
rebellions. 



I 



our- 



Oh, it ia not that we can get salvation for 
selves; it is that we hinder not, refuse Dot, turn not 
from, but accept, wait for, pant for the free gift of 
our Saviour's grace. " To Him who is able to do 
exceeding abundantly," the work belongs. He can 
cause that even as sin hath reigned, so shall grace 
reign; and that as death hath triumphed, so shall 
spiritual and eternal life triumph also. Amen and 

4th Mo. 17th. How short-lived were the feelings 
I recorded at the close of last week ! I believe an 
earnest talk with a chatty caller on minor matters, 
recalled my heart that same evening from its hap 
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abiding-place. I have thought of the words, "Jesua 
Christ the end of your conversation," and fear he is 
but a by-end of mine. It is hard to analyze our 
feelings : perhaps when discomfort from excitement 
aud discontent is greatest, my sin is no greater than 
when in listless apathy and earth ly-m in dedn ess ray 
thoughts are bounded by the seen and the temporal. 

§th Mo. 2it/i. A solemn warning from Uncle R. 
on Fifth-day did ine good. I was blessed with some 
degree of ability to use the words, " Into Thy hands 
I commit my spirit," and though I feared to add, 
" Thou hast redeemed me, Lord of truth," in its 
full sense, yet I have felt how preeious were the 
words, "as unto a faithful Creator." Oh, does He 
not say in these days, " Open thy mouth wide, and I 
will fill it"? Is His hand shortened at all? Can 
we nut have faith in our principles? 

The following lines were written about this 
time, in allusion to the marriage of her eldest 
sister, aud the funeral of John Wadge, an old 
and valued friend of the family. It was hoped 
that the cactus which had belonged to J. W. 
would have blossomed in timo for the wedding; 
but the first flower only opened a fortnight 
afterwards, on the morning oibAa trtm tax&snlltt. 



I 
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and when, in a few years, the marriage of the 
beloved writer of the lines was so speedily fol- 
lowed by her own decease, the striking' appro- 
priateness of these touching verses could not 
fail to be remembered. 

TO A CACTUS FLOWER. 

Firstling blossom ! gayly (spreading 
On a long-nursed household tree, 

What unwonted spell is shedding 
Thought of grief on bloom of thee? 

For a morning bright and tender 

They had nursed thee glad and fond ; 

Nay, the bud reserved its splendor 
For a funeral scene beyond. 

Who shall tell us which were meeter, — 
Marriage morn, or funeral day? 

What if luituri. 1 (.'finsii l lie sweater, 
Where her blooming gift to lay ( 

Set in thorns that flower so tender ! 

Marriage days have poignant hours; 
Thorny stem, tli"U liiist iliv splendor ! 

Funeral days have also flowers. 

And the loftiest hopes man nurses, 
Never deem them idly born ; 

XcviT think tluit. dent lily I'ursi 

Blight them on a funeral m 
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Buds of their perennial nature 

Need a region whore to blow, 
Where the stalk has loftier stature 

Than it reaches here below. 

Not like ua they dread the bosom 
Of ehill earth's sepulchral gloom ; 

They will find them where to blossom, 
And perhaps select a tomb. 

Yes, a tomb; so thou mayst deem it, 

With regretful feelings fond ; 
Not a tomb, however, seems it, 

If thou know'st to look beyond. 

10th of 7th Month, 1847. 



8th Mo. 8tlt. We alone. Pleasant and quiet 
schemes have arisen (partly from reading Pyecroft, 
partly from having felt so much my own deficiencies) 
for thoroughly industrious study, and for keeping, if 
possible, externals and mentals in more order. Order, 
I believe, would enable me to do much more than I 
do in this way, without lessening those little "good 
works" which my natural, unsanetified conscience 
requires as a sedative ; (alas that this is so nearly 
all!) but I have got such an impression of selfishness 
in sitting down to read to myself, that this, added to 
un settlement from company, etc., almost puts study 
out of sight. 
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Stk Mo. l&h. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Though not only inability for, but even 
natural repugnance to good thoughts h often it pro- 
minent feeling, let us not think this a "di.-cuomging 
experience." What will be discouraged by it, except 
that self-confidence and self-reliance which are tbo bane, 
the very opposite, to the idea of faith f Surely it is for 
want of such a feeling, and not because of it, that faith 
is feeble. It ia because wo try to make those good 
thoughts aud holy feelings of which Thomas Charles 
says so truly, "we are no more capable than we are of 
creating worlds." I hope 1 do not presume loo inueh in 
writing thus. How little can I say of the blessings of a 
contrary slate 1 But how much would my heart's history 
tell of the exceeding vanity and folly, and may I not add 
presumption, of attempting to do what Divine grace alone 
can do! How many a painful and gloomy hour might 
have been cheered by the Sun of Righteousness, but for 
my obstinacy in trying to light fiu'thin^ caudles 1 But 
I believe there are generally other obstacles at the same 

time. We will have some beloved indulgence, some 
pleasures, of which perhaps the will is the chief ain, 
and which, if but willingly resigned, might be recon- 
secrated for our use and enjoyment ; and then darkness 
and gloominess of mind follow, and we light matches 
and farthing candles to comfort us, while these very re- 
souroes keep us back from seeking the radical remedy. 
How easy it is to write or tell the diagnosis of such a 
easel but to be reconciled to tin; true mode of treatment, 
the prognosis, us doctors say, there is (be difficulty, while 
I doubt not Cowper speaks the truth : — 

" Were hnlf tho breath thus vninlj ape 
To liraren ia supplication Beat, 
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I have been much interests! with Thomas Charles's 
life ; such nn exmui'le ■■! s|ii riiuul-iiii tided nesa, faitb, and 
love. Dr. Payson's death-bed is indeed a deeply inte- 
resting history. How we should all like to chooac such 
an one! and jet, if but prepared to go, whether we de- 
part as he did, or as poor Cowper, how true are the words 
of the latter, "What can it signify?" I have often thought 
these words very significant. 

Of phrenology I have heard such conflicting opinions 
that only my own small experience would satisfy me of 
itB general truth. I think only very weak minds need 
be led by it to fatalism. Tho very fact of so many pro- 
pensities and sentiments balancing each other seems to 
show that the result is to be contingent on some other 
thing than themselves, as the best-rigged vessel on an 
uncertain sea, in varying winds, is under the control of 
the helmsman and captain, and may ho steered right or 
wrong ; nm] sitri ly no vessel is built li_y 1111 all-wise Hand 
which cannot be steered aright with grace at the helm. 

$th Ma. ldth. Solemn thoughts yesterday in 
reading that solemn tract, "The Inconvenient Sea- 
son." In visiting I mot with another affecting 
illustration of the unfitness of old ago for beginning 
religion, in the senseless self-righteousness of poor 
old Mary N. She says every night and morning the 
prayers she learned when a child, whieh she evidently 
thinks an abundant supply o£ reW^itm,— '8»jiwfc, w NI 
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people only do the best they have been brought up 
to, that is all they can need; and she never did any 
harm to any one." Then there was poor Alice, who, 
notwithstanding her rank Calvinism, seemed refresh- 
ing in comparison. She knew she could not do any 
thing for herself; it was all grace; but then, "what- 
ever I am, or whatever I do," she said, "I am safe, 
unless I have committed gross sin, which I never 
shall." Then poor M. L., whose only fault, she seems 
to think, is not having learned to read, though she 
knows she is a great sinner, but then as good as says 
she never did any thing wrong. It was a sweet 
change to E. S., with her thankful and trustful 
spirit, and poor S., with his deep experience in the 
things of God. "It is a long time to Buffer," he 
said, " but the cud must come, the time must wear 
away. I hope 1 shall have patience to the end, and 
I have great need to ask that the Lord will have 
patieuee with nic. I hope I shall be fully purified 
before He calls me away." He spoke solemnly on 
the tares and the wheal, as showing the mixture of 
good and evil growing tty/lirr ; that our being out- 
wardly among the righteous will not secure our not 
being tares. 

9/ A Mo. 2d. Went to see a poor woman 
Workhouse ; she is full of joy in the hope of hi 



at the 
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and possession of the present mind of Jesus. I said, 
"Many wish for it who have it not;" she said, 
"Perhaps they are not enough in earnest : it costs a 
few groans, and struggles, and tears, but it is sweet 
to enjoy it now." Could the stony heart in me help 
melting, seeing her exceeding great joy? 

Pleased with the sweet spirit that was in poor 
Alice, her trust, I think, iu Christ alone, amid all her 
(as I think) mistaken thoughts of the church, sacra- 
ment, certain perseverance, &e. &.C. I did not argue, 
but wished for us both the one foundation. 



Of a peculiarly sensitive disposition herself, 
Eliza's heart abounded with sympathy for the 
trials and sufferings of the poor. She was a 
welcome visitor at their cottages, where her 
kind and gentle though timid manner gene- 
rally found access to their hearts; and whilst 
herself receiving lessons of instruction at the 
bedside of the sick and the dying, she 
often the means of imparting sweet consolation 
to them. 

In her desire to promote the spiritual wel- 
fare of others, she wrote two tracts, which were 
printed by the York Erie-nda' TtwA. kaaarac 






>n 



[1347. 



120 BRIEF MEMOIK OF 

tion. The first is entitled Richard Nanearrow, 
or the Cornish Miner, and traces the Christian 
course of a poor man whom she had frequently 
visited, and who had claimed her anxious solicit- 
ude as she watched his slow decline in con- 
sumption. In the second, entitled "Plain 
Words, " she endeavored to convey the simplest 
gospel truths in words adapted to the compre- 
hension of even the least educated. She 
warmly interested in the Bible Society, in 
nection with which, for some years, she regu- 
larly visited a neighboring village, besides at- 
tending to other objects of a similar character 
nearer home. 

9th Mo. 10th. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Setting our affection abovo in indeed the 
first thing of importance ; and yet how utterly beyond 
our own power I We are bo enslaved to sense and sight 
till He, who alone is able, sets us "free indeed," that 
things around us can take that disproportionate hold on 
our hearts which makes work for the light of heaven to 
reduce things to their proper proportion in our view. I 
have thought often of the teit, " Thy will be done on 
earth as U is in heaven." Oh, how much that implies, 
both of love and joyfulncss to he aimed at in our service 
of our heavenly Father on earth. How high a standard! 
Can we hope ever to attain it 1 Surely we are to ask it, 
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not as a millennial glory for the world only, (if at all,) 
but also as our own individual portion. It is more to be 
lamented that we do not realize this than that we do not 
realize Foster's idea of the world to come, in which we, 
yea, we, our very selves, will bo actually concerned. 
But I believe the two deficiencies are more connected 
thnn we are sometimes aware of; and perhaps the joys 
of a happy di\iih! rt. tlic fun. 1 taste of heaven, of which 
we sometimes hear, are as much connected with the com- 
pleteness of religious devotedness, often not till then 
attained, as with the nearness in point uf time to a world 
of purity and joy. How striking is the earnestness 
shown in Jiihn rii'triicr's " Kiirly Chri.-tiim Experience," 
in seeking mastery over sin, not as " uncertainly," or as 
"beating the air," but as one resolved to conquer in tie 
might of that faith which " is the victory ;" and how 
wonderfully was his after-life an example of "doing the 
Divine will as it is in heaven"! 



9(4 Mo. Wth. Distress in the country great. 
What will all issue in ? Surely in this, " the Lord 
sitteth on the flood ; yea, He sitteth King forever." 
Oh ! if He be King in our hearts we shall not be 
greatly moved. There is comfort to the Christian, 
immovable comfort, in having hta affections, his 
patriotism, in heaven. My own heart, I ardently 
hope, is not a totally devastated land. There is a 
rudiment still there which God looketh upon, and 
perhaps, though I know it not, his eyes and his 
heart are there perpetuallj. ll '» iiqI. T&sassfc ^ 
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remain a rudiment: oh, no; as "sin hath reigned, 
even unto death, so grace should jet reign, even to 
eternal life." 

Qlli Mo. 27th. Perplexed about Irish knitting, 
beoause it is slave-grown cotton. It. does not aeem 
consistent to buy it; and yet I don't know what t 
recommend. 

Mi Mo. 30th. Another month is at au t 
that I knew win :■ re; > bonis I stand in the race 
a point I long to know." Sometimes I ha\ 
heart, and then I tremble lest it be not rightly 
founded ; sometimes tenderness of heart, and then 
I fear it is only natural feeling; sometimes fervent 
desires after good, and then I fear lest they are o 
the result of fear of punishment; sometimes trust ii 
the merits of Jesus, and can look to Him i 
fiee for sin ; then I fear lest it is only as an eseap* 
from danger, not deliverance from prcont corruption; 
sometimes wish to fulfil actively my duties, ther 
these same duties have stolen away my heart. Oh, 
how do I get cumbered with cares and many thing) 
entangled with perplexity, or elated with cheer 1 
think I have honestly wished to be fed with conve- 
nient food. Oh to be at the end of the r 
near it as dear E. Stephens, by whose bed of j 
and joy I could not but mingle tears. But i 
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thus ? Sorely, Lord, Thou hast heard the desire 
of thy poor creature. Thy help must have been 
with me when I knew it not, or life had been quite 
extinct ere now. Extinct it is not ; and for th'i3 will 
I hie?* Thee, even that I am not yet cast out ai 
aboniinublu brunch, though so unfruitful. J fear it 
can be only by much tribulation that the enemy of 
my own hou.se will ever be quelled ; and perhaps salu- 
tary pains arc Kent, in the very perplexities of things 
which might be more ensnaring if all went on smoothly. 
I have declined mure eutton goods from Ireland, and 
asked for woollen, which is one burden gone. 

10/A Mo. 1th. 1 believe study and taste nius 
kept very subordinate to duty. Euough, yen, heaven 
is this, to do my Father's will, if it were but as it ia 
done in heaven — all willing, loving, joyful service I Oh 
to he more like my Saviour I Surely I love Him ! 

10th Mo. 20th. If Martha should not have been 
numbered with the outward attention to Christ Him- 
self, cares for others on plea of duty can never be 
enough excuse for a peacelesa mind. "They which 
believe do enter into rest." Oh for rest this hour 
in Jesus' bosom '. 

10th Mo. 21s(. This book will present no fair 
account of my state if I write only in hours of com- 
fort I have passed through 4a.iV »n& syvA«\ Sa^- 
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no Lope, no love. I thought I must have wearied 
out the Saviour — that Ho had given me up for lost. 
Perhaps some self was in the feelings described in 
my last, and so this faithless sorrow came to teach me 
what I am. Oh that nothing impure might mix in 
the consolation which has visited me last evening 
and this morning, when the gracious regard of my 
all-merciful Saviour has been witnessed, some blessed 
sight of "the water to cleanse and the hlood to 
atone." Oh, how fervently I wish to he kept by faith 
in Him, in still deepening humility ! 

\lth Mo. 21th. What would be my present con- 
dition but for the unchangeable la ith fulness of my 
God and Saviour ? Ah ! how well may Ho say, 
"Thou hast destroyed thyself," and yet how con- 
stantly add, "but in me is thine help." Yes, though 
we ofttimes believe not., yet " lie abideth faithful, He 
cannot deny nimself;" and so, where there is any 
thing of His own left in a wandering heart, again 
and again returns, "upbraiding not," or else only 
in accents of the tenderest love: "0 thou of little 
faith '." Often have I admired not only His great 
love as shown in the main features of redemption, 
but, if sueh a word is allowable, His minute loving 
kindness. Kindness — such a tender regard for the 
comfort and peace of the soul. Oh, the spiritual 
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i from ourselves, c 
e language i: 



own wilful 
X the Lord 



work, than from If i 

do keep it, lest any hurt it, 

12th Mo. 4th. Yesterday, in going to Plymouth 
with father and mother, read in my Testament of 
the Prodigal Son. Had no time to read before set- 
ting out, and was dull. Thought it no use to take out 
the book; but, oh, such a sweet contrition canic over 
me, such a sense of being invited to return to my 
;her's house, such ;i soft and gentle peace ! 
ljt( Mo. 15th, 1848. On the First-day before N. 
d F. left us, we had a sweet address i in meeting) 
Uncle Kuudell, ou the grace which had been 
morning light, and which he trusted would be 
evening song;" ending with his hope that all 
uld be willing to "bear the cross," that finally 
icy uiijiht. "wear the crown," for it is the end that 
ns the action. We thought it a farewell -sermon ; 
the joyful assurance in which it was uttered is 
ious to think of. On Third-day he walked with 
a the meaduw, but on Fourth-day sickness con- 
d him to bed, and on Fifth-day he had lost all 
er of standing. Since then, he has been a patient 
pless invalid, and constant and moat interesting 
(.'Ci'iijiation by turns, in waiting ou him, 
.heritig up his really predm^^OTfe., voA^-^ws* 
U* 
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ing the yet more precious example and evidence 0: 
all-sufficient grace. Never may this seasoi 
ten by me, though not privileged to witness its e 
To visit R, I left home in the First m 
a farewell to our precious uncle, which is not to b 
forgotten. He asked me if I was going the next 
day. I said yea, and that I was very sorry to leave 
him. He Baid, " Well, as thou art enabled, pray for 
me." I said, "And I hope thou won't forget me." 
He replied, "It is not likely." In the evening, as 
he silt by the fire, and spoke uf my going to N. and 
F., he said, "Desire them, as they are enabled, to 
pray that I may lie favored with patience and resig- 
nation tn the end." When I said 1 must try to bid 
him farewell, hard as it was, he said, " Slay the Lord 
go with thee. Keep to the cross ; despise not the 
duy of small things. The Lord may see meet to 
employ thee in His service, and T wj.sli that every gift 
that lie dispenses to thee may be faithfully occupied 
with." A loving farewell followed, and I 1 
doubtless for the last time — our honored patriarch. 



At Neath I spent more than three weeks, enjoy- 
ing the great kindness of my brother and sister, and 
the beauty of the country, then dressed in iis winter 
garb, and the feeling of being in s< 
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fill. I was also blessed, at the beginning of my visit, 
with more than a common portion of spiritual bless- 
ing; and I think the first meeting I was at there 
was a time never to he forjrott.cn — silent; but my 
poor soul seemed swallowed up of joy and peace such 
as I had never before known, at least so abidingly. 
The calmness and peace, and the daily bread, with 
which I was blessed in my little daily works and 
daily retirements for some days, make the time sweet 
to look back on, but grievous that I kept not my 
portion, and again wandered from mountain to hill, 
forgetting my resting-place. 

She afterwards accompanied her brother and 
sister to their new home at Ipswich. 

From a letter to one of her sisters. 

leswicn, 3d Month. 

My mind has been so full of you to-day that, though 
it ia First-day evening, I must spend a fen- minutes in 
this way before I go to bed. The thought of father's 
going homewards to-morrow and seeing you all, seems a 
stirring up and drawing tijrbt of the interests and con- 
necting bonds of our scattered race. Oh, I do dearly 
love you in my in most heart, -though some of my letters 
may seem as if 1 had lost some home affections to root 
amongst strangers ; but surely the new scenes of life 
■which I have witnessed, since that eold frosty morning 
when I left you, have tended to make me value tnwi 
than ever that precious trca.su.ta tA WwiVoWiWi. ss ^-> 
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what were life without it? a wilderness indeed! and 
well ia it worth all the panga which it may cost us in 
this cold world. It is cheering to think of them as 
caused by contact of something warm within, aa with 
the cold without ; and far better it is to bear, than to be 
cooled down to the temperature of earth's raw air. Thou, 
wilt wonder perhaps at my writing in this way; hut with 
me, though I may seem cold and dull in the common 
way, there cornea a day, every now and then, when I find 
"New depths of love, in moasure unsuspected. 
Ties eloaor than I know were round ujj heart."— 
And though they are saddened by many a regret for 
neglects and omissions and commissions toward you all, 
and that old petril'vin^ selfishness which only grace can 
cure, I would not bo without aueh days, and nlnioat 
thank "each wrench wliieli has ilnteeti'd liuw thoroughly 
and deeply dear you are." I can hardly tell you what 
the thought of leaving N. and F. ia to me, but this dark 
day begins to shadow itself. 

* * * p oor dear nij a. G ! What a change from 
her dark corner to everlasting day! — but not less from a 
kingly pa!nce, if we knew the truth ; and her shadowy 
abode had more li.j;lit than many a palace, if we knew 
the truth of that too. 

She remarks in her Journal, after her return 
home : — 

I stayed at Ipswich three weeks after the birth 
of mj precious little niece, Frances Elizabeth; re- 
joicing in her daily growth, and calm trustful fear- 
Jessness — a lessoa whicli nothing ever preached ti 
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me HO loudly before. Respecting my spiritual state 
at Ipswich, I would say that great blessings, and I 
would fear great ingralilnde, must be acknowledged. 
Some evening hours in my chamber were exceeding 
sweet, and some in cot i rigs solemn indeed. * * * 
I returned in rich and flowing peace. Many a lesson 
I bad through my four months' absence, but none 
like that which awaited my return. My father met 
me at Plymouth; wo reached home about eleven 
o'clock at night, and went at once to the chamber, 
where four months previously I last heard the voice 
of my uncle, and, though ho still breathed, I was 
not to hear it again. Ho had sunk gradually for 
weeks, and now, though his lips moved a little, a 
word could not be heard. His face was sunk and 
pallid, his breathing uneasy, and his ryes were closed. 
After a short time we left, and at four o'clock in the 
morning, without a struggle, his spirit passed quietly 
away to his "eternal inheritance." "They that turn 
many to righteousness shall shine as the stars for 
ever and ever." I never, I believe, shall forget how 
forcibly came to my mind, as I sat beside h 
form, tlii.' words, '-To this end Christ both died, and 
rose, and revived, that He might be Lord both 
the dead and the living," and my thoughts turned 
on many a solemn and Weasel ItosX YH»JCvfcV 
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Her uncle, Samuel Bundell, died on the 4th 
of 5th Month, 1848, at the age of eighty-five. 
In the Annual Monitor for the following year 
is a short Memoir of his life. 

It had been for some years a frequent occu- 
pation with Eliza, together with her sisters and 
cousins, to spend the long winter evenings with 
her aged uncle and aunt, and after the decease 
of the former these attentions were more con- 
stantly needed by the survivor. It was striking 
to notice Eliza'.-* cheerful alacrity to relinquish, 
when her turn came round, her favorite pur- 
suits, often for some weeks together, in order 
to comfort and enliven the declining days of 
this aged relative. 

Itk Mo. —tk. My mental condition a quiet but 
not painless one. I had been much favored, though 
in pain and trouble, amidst which I bad a kind note 
from J. T.,wbo says, "When at Liskeard, and since, 
I have believed that it might be said unto thee, 'The 
Master is come, and calletb for thee ;' and I wish, if 
thou bast been made scnsihlc of this, it may be thy 
very earnest concern to sit ;it Hi* I'ei't in great Immi- 
Jitjr of mind, that thou uiayst hear from season t 
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Beason the gracious words that may proceed as out 
oi' His mouth. It may be that in the ordering of 
His gracious desigus, He may see fit, as He has done 
with many others, to allure Hire ;nid bring thee into 
the wilderness ; but I have no doubt that He will 
also give thee vineyards from thence, and thou wilt 
be made sensible that indeed it is His own right 
arm that has and will bring salvation unto thee." 
Ihough at present incapable of feeling as I have 
done, yet, being desirous of finishing up my Journal, 
I must acknowledge that great arid gracious have 
been the dealing ni' my Iiravi'iily Father with me, 
causing me to rejoice in Him who has done for me 
"exceeding abundantly above all that I could ask 
or think," chiefly in the way, which I have found a 
very blessed way, of enabling me to give up my own 
will to His, and to be subject in things little and 
great to nimself. As far as I have known the yoke 
of Christ, it is indeed a sweet and easy yoke ; and 
the ctiefest sorrow which I have found during my 
endeavor to bear it has been from my aptness to 
throw it off. The worst of snares are the most 



We are now quietly and unescitedly at home; aud 
I wish industriously to do m^ \\X\\<& iwfc,^^ 1 ™ 
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my little callings : of these the Workhouse women sup- 
ply one of the moat satisfactory to myself. They are a 
sad sight; but I feci that iuj small labora with them 
are not rejected, but desired, and T hope to a few at 
least they maybe of some use. On First-days I now 
first read a short tract, then read in the Testament 
two or three chapters, verse by verse, with the women, 
then hear them say hymns, — which three or four learn 
gladly : this fills the hour. And once in a week I like 
to go in and try to teach those who cannot read. I 
have mach felt, lately, that it is vain to try as a mere 
satisfaction to conscience to do these things, because 
we ought: it must be from a better motive — true 
keeping of the "first and great command men t," and 
the second, which " is like unto it." No busy doings 
at tome or abroad will ever do instead. 

8(A Mo. blh. tth-Day. I must in thankfulness re- 
cord free and great mercies this week. First-day was 
a happy one. In the morning rain and a cough kept 
me at home. I read the crucifixion and resurrection 
in different Evangelists, and cannot tell how meltingly 
sweet it was. Surely I did love Jesus then because 
He had first loved me. Sundry sweet refreshing 
brooks have flowed by my waysido, and some dry lonely 
paths I have trodden, (since,) but think He who is 
alone the foundation and comer-ston 
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and undeceiving, has become more precious. Oh, how 
shall I be enough careful to trust him alone '! I have 
got on a little with Gibbon's Rise and Fall, and have 
begun Neander on the Emperors, finished one volume 
of Goethe with L., and begun Milton with M., 
English history with R. 

Qlh Mo. '2d. The week tolerably satisfactory; but 
how truly may we say, " A day in thy courts is better 
than a thousand''! This evening's unexpected 
Bought, unasked, free, gratuitous mercy ha3 made the 
last two hours worth more than some whole days of 
this week. Oh, how kind is He who knows how to 
win back and attract to Himself by imparting ineffable 
desires after what is good, even to a heart that has 
grown dry and dead and worldly ! I have thought 
thataome measure of our growth in grace may be found 
in the degree in which our carnal natural reluctance 
to receivo Christ hack into our vessel, come how He 
may, is diminished. How full of significance is the 
inquiry, " To whom is the arm of the Lord revealed ?' 
Blessed revelation; and well is it for those who feel 
ready to adopt the prayer, " Awake, awake, an 
the Lord," if they know the way of its coming, 
how docs its acceptance presuppose an experience of 
something of the kind, so awfully set forth as from 
Omnipotence Himself! — "I looked, imi ■Canii -s 
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man, therefore mine own arm brought salvation unto 
me." Yea, it is when He aces that we have, no human 
expectance or confidence left, and are, as it were, 
at our wits' end; it is then that His own arm brings 
salvation, that He says, " Stand still, and sec the solva- 
tion of God ; for the Lord shall fight For jou, and ye 
shall hold your peace." Oh, how great the conde- 
scension which has given me a glimpse of "so great 
salvation" ! But I have remarked that it never has 
been in answer in any ijiuistiouiii^f or scarchings of 
my own. .Some gmit perplexities I have had lately, 
being so unable to satisfy myself how far religion or 
its duties should be the act of ourselves — so confused 
about prayer, etc. Difficulties, hardly eiipabte to be put 
into wordH, put me in real distress ; but the good seems 
to be ravtahd, if I may use such a word, to another 
part of me; or, as I. Pennington would say, "to 
another eye and ear than those which are so curious 
to learn." The Lord grant that I may at last become 
an obedient and truly teachable child ; for that faculty, 
whatsoever it be, that asks vociferously, seems not to 
be the one which, as I. P. says, " i/n.i-'phn/li/ no in ■,.-," 
but is rather a Uinderance to its reception. 

lQth Mo. 14th, Outwardly, the chief variety in my 
experience has been au interesting visit with my 
mother at Kiogsbridga and Totncss, A solitary walk 
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in tlie garden at Totness, on First-day afternoon, I 
think I can never forget. No sunshine — though not 
mere darkness— was upon me during nearly all the 
week: yet I wondered to find that at Kin ^bridge, 
though visiting was a constant self-denial, iu with- 
drawing me from the earnest search in which 1 was 
engaged, I got on more easily than eumnion, and felt 
much more love than usual to my friends. The first 
gleam of sunshine did not come through any man's 
help, hut in my lone matin the day after our return. 
I tried to cast my caro on God, and on Seventh-day 
morning was favored With a blessed evidence that He 
did care for me. Since then it liaa not been repeated; 
but earnest have been my cries in secret to my hea- 
venly Father, whose mercies indeed arc great; and 
my lonely hours have been employed mostly in seeking 
Him, having little taste for rending of any general 
kind. One morning in particular, at Trevelmond, 
the plantation, waiting fur my father, was iny heart 
poured out to (rod. Calmness has often succeeded: 
and then I dread the coming of indifference and cool- 
ness. Oh, this is surely the worst of states! I hud 
rather endure almost any amount of anguish. 

YesteTdav, the probability that my course on earth 
may be short occurred forcibly. I recurred to the 
words quoted by J. T., "The riui^ot 4.«a*Sa.'ia. »»" 






136 BRIEF MEMOIR OF [1MB. 

with encouragement to hope fur "the victory.' 1 How- 
ever, the future is not my care. May I be the care 

of Him whose care the future is, aud then 

10(7. Mo. 22rf. At home with a cold, and may 
just record my poor spirit's lowness and poverty 
amid, as I trust, its honest desires to become wholly 
the Lord's. "Ye ask, and have not, because ye ask 
amiss, that ye may consume it upon your lusts," is 
surely true of spiritual food. We should desire it 
that we " may grow thereby," not from mere spiritual 
voluptuousness; and, oh, in my own desires for the 
will of God to be done, how often have I not known 
what spirit I was of! How often have I been tena- 
ciously standing on the very ground that I was ask- 
ing to have broken up aud destroyed ! A short lone 
meeting in the parlor, blest chiefly with humiliation, 
and this I would regard as a blessing. 

Letter to . 

I am tempted to spend a few lonely minutes in thank- 
ing thee for thy truly kind salutation, advice, and en- 
couragement ; though 1 fear to say much in reply. I hope 
and trust thou art not altogether mistaken in me: in one 
respect I know thou art not, — that I have seen of the 
mercy and love of a loner-sufferin;; Saviour, whom I do 
at times desire to love and servo with all my heart: and 
not the least of His blessings I esteem it that any of Hie 
children should care for me for Ilia sake. I dread de- 
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pending on any, even of tlifMO, which, as well as the fear 
of man, I have fnim] Joes living a snare; and as far as 
experience goes, I seem to have tasted more of the "tree 
of the knowledgo of good and evil" than of the " tree 
of life;' 1 which, however, 1 would fain hope, "yielding 
its fruit every mouth,'' ha* tome for tho wintry season 
of darkness and of frost. Yes, my dear friend, thou hast 
rightly judged in this also, that the winter is sometimes 
very cold, and tho night very dark. May thy di 
for me he actum] 'li.sheil, thai those uniy indeed work for 
my good; much as the utter absence of feeling would 
sometimes tempt me to think it the result of that worst 
of all sentences, "Let her alone ;" to which the added 
memories of many a "mercy cast away" are very ready 
to contribute. Am I in this repiuing? I hope not; for 
everyday brings fresh ruiisi to acknowledge that be- 
cause my enemies, though lively and strong, "do not 
quite triumph over me," therefore I may still trust that 
He favoreth me. It is seldom that I write or spoak in this 
way of myself. May we learn more and more of the 
utter insufficiency of any earthly thing, or of any power 
of our own to do what is essential for our .salvation, and 
then, when we hang solely and entirely on the Lord 
Jesus, we shall be safe. Of this I feci no doubt or fear: 
— the fear is of having confidence in any thing besides, 
of spiritual pride, of self-sufficiency. Yes, I find self 
has many lives, and the very sorrows and humiliations 
of one day, if we do nut beware, may become the idols 
of the nest. "We have eaten and drunk in thy pre- 
sence:" can such a language ever be used in ^ 
while we remember "the wormwood and tbo gall," which 
we now see to have been administered in fulfilment of 
His own words, "Ye shall vwlycA AvvuYtK. -ta-j wasf' 
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Indeed, it seems to me that nothing is too high, too good, 
or too pure for Satan to make use of, if he ran but get 
ua and it into his hands. May the Lord bo pleased to 
rebuke this devourer for our sakes, and give at length to 
the often-desponding heart to know that Himself hath 
promised, "when the wicked lire cut off, thou shalt see 
it," and that the "God of peace shall bruise Satan under 
our feet." 

ISA Mo. 4th To the same. 

* * * I am sorry for thy physical state, yet doubt- 
less it is but the inverted image of a counterbalancing 
mental good, which is, or is about to be, perhaps to sig- 
nify that 



Bear His mild joke, they serve Him beet; 
They also serve who only stand and wait." 

It is surely not for the value of the servieo itself, that 
He calls for it ko long aud so repeatedly, till at last the 
iron sinew gives way: no, but for the sake of beuding 
the iron sinew itself, and when it is bent in one direc- 
tion, I conclude He does not rnenn to stiffen it there, but 
would have it bend perhaps back to the very same posi- 
tion as at first it was so hard to bend it from, with this 
one wide difference, that in the first case it was so in its 
own will, but now in His will. Perhaps thou thinkeet I 
am darkening counsel : I do not wish to do so, but write 
just how things have happened to mo in my small nay. 
Ought we not to be willing to be bent or unbent any 
way? and if a bow is to "abide in strength," it must Lb 
aabent when it ie not wanted. But as we have all d 
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forent places to fill, and different dispositii 

and besetmeuts, we must not measure ourselves among 

ourselves. 

It ia indeed very good, as thou aayest, to be 
alone, and at times I trust I have found it so; but i 
ita dangers also, especially to mo, who am perhaps 
apt to make self of too much importance than to ehrink 
from "due responsibility and authority." Indeed, this 
latter word belongs not to me at all, and if I may but 
keep life in me, (or have it kept,) well indeed will it be. 
Oh, till we have grace enough willingly to do the smallest 
matters, thankfully to " sit in the lowest room," meekly 
and patiently to tie put out of our own way, and see our 
plana and inti'iitimi- frustrated, and find cur-elves of 
small account or value in the Church or in the world, 
yes, till we have hi-up ciKingh lo forgot si'lf altogether, 
"content to fill a little space, so thou art glorified, " I 
know not where is our claim to be followers of Him 
"who made Himself of no reputation." I am very far 
from this. Couldat thou have seen how much hold the 
many small duties of my lonoly week have taken on my 
mind, how little time I have found for the purpose for 
which we belli i ulue -uliiinle, and how much my "lightly 
stirred" spirit has been hurried about from one object to 
another, I Fear thou wouldat scarcely think even this 
note other than presumptuous. Oh, how should I he re- 
buked by the thought, 

"One thing ia needful, and but n 



%2th Mo. 30r/(. To-day euds the week, and to- 
norrow the year. Very unfit am \ to wje^t -&'-& ■a*." , »- 
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would. I have felt very happy on some occasions, 
yet I have feared lost what should be on a good 
foundation is yet but built of "hay and stubble." 
If so, who tan tell the fierceness of the fire that 
burns between me and my wished- fur rest? There 
is no way to true safety but through it; and, oh, to 
part with all combustibles is very hard; hut why 
waste a thought on the hardness, could it hut be 
speedily and simply done? My old difficulty — what 
is duty when the sensible help of grace is Out of 
sight — renews its strength. Doubtless to wait for it, 
and perhaps ask for it also; but how? Oh that I 
had crossed the great gulf from myself to my 
Saviour ! Oh that I were in His hands and out of 

2,1 Mo. Srf, 1849. I have been sorely tried with 
apparent desertion and darkness; "yet not deserted" 
is my still struggling faith; and some consoling 
thoughts have visited me of days still I trust in 
store, when, "as one whom Ins mother eomforteth," 
the Lord will comfort me. Dear J. TVs counsel has 
Beldom heen absent from my thoughts; but, manifold 
as have been my heavenly Father's instrumental 
mercies, I never was more impressed with the abso- 
lute need of His immediate preserving 






"Can I trust a fellovr-being? 
Can I trust an angel's care? 
thou merciful All-Seeing, 
Beam around iny spirit there." 

And not less here, in this shady vale of life, than ii 
the deep of death. Oh, how desirable, how infinitely 
sweet, to sleep in His arms, on His bosom ! An early 
translation, if it were His will, would indeed be a 
blessed portion ; but I do not expect such indulgence, 
and desire not to wish it. It is enough if 1 may 
know that "to live is Christ," and that to die will 
at length be "great gain." 

2d Mo. Villi. Seldom does any appeal to my hea- 
venly Father seem more fitting than this, " 
knowest my foolishness;" and, oh, may His arm of 
mercy and eoin pass ion be one day revealed. 

3d Mo. — (A. Letter to . 

* * * Oh, how desirable it is to be willing 
made of much or of little use 1 
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beauty, they shall behuld the land that la very Tar off," 
must hare been addressed to one still "very fur" from 
tbe promised land. Thus I scribble to thee the musings 
with which, in my now shady allotment, I try to encou- 
rage myself to hope; ami " liii.li perhaps sire as incorrect 
as the'lamcnt which the beautiful spring will sometimes 
prompt, "With the year seasons return, but not to me." 
It would, however, be most ungrateful to uomplain. To 
live at all is ai/real favor — an undeserved and unspeak- 
able favor; and tliough it be a life of pain and weari- 
ness, and even grief, may it never become a life of 
thankless ingratitude! We who have tried our heavenly 
Father's patience so long, dare wo complain of waiting 
for Him 7 

ith Mo. ISA. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Howover liifzh be the- capacity of the i 
it is humiliating to find what small things can di; 
it, if its anchor-hold be not truly what and whi 
ought to be; and who docs not find the need of 
being often renewed and made fast? The little ei] 
rience I have had, that even a life comparatively 
from trial, e.vei'pt its i-e^iii'ils. its lii^'p'st si;iiiitieiLtiec, 
but vanity," and the belief that it is so infinitely 
passed by another, has much modified to me the feeling 
of witnessing (might I venture to say of anticipating*) 
the transition for others or for myself. I nevertheless 
cannot say nnn.'li from exuvrienco ; for it lias not jet 
been my lot to lose one of my own intimate or nearly 
attached friends, except where the course of time bad 
made it a natural and inevitable thing; and I know 
there must bo depths of sorrow in such events only 
falhomed by descending to them. 



my 
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4th Mo. ~-lh. Letter to M. B. 

* * * What a privilege it is to bo permitted to 
expect and look for a better guidance than our ou 
judgment or inclination, even in the small things. of 01 
Bmall lives: cm nil tln'iugli tlicy air, ounjiarcd with tho 
gre.it events whieh arc ruled by our heavenly Father's 
will, how much i- iiivulved in tlicin as far as we are a 
ccrned! and we need nut measure the controlling c 
of Providence by the abstract greatness or littleness of 
any event. Compared with His iiiliuiiy, the fate of an 
empire would be not more worthy uf His care than the 
least event of our lives; but it is low — the same wonder- 
ful lovo that can comfort and bless the dying-pillow of 
a little one, in whieh wo want more practical faith for 
our safe con du<'[ tliiMUjili lliis nin-evl;iiii life. Did w 
in such a faith, it would be sweet and easy to die I 

4th Mo. 80(4. Bristol. Yesterday was a so 
ruble day to me; the evening inciting found me very 
sad and burdened; when I thought. I was made sen- 
sible of something like an offer from One who is ii 
nito in power and love, to take this burden away, 
to bear it Himself, and to do in me His own will. 
There seemed ^jmclhinj; like a covenant set before 
mo, that all this should be done for me on condition 
of my acquiescence with and subjection to that 
supremo will, that I should refuse neither to suffer 
His own wurk within me nor to do His manifested 
will. It may be that I stamp Uiu \v\^ii-j -wVmA. --«tia 
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most gentlj and calmly spread before my heart. It 
may be that the relief, the peaceful calm, which 
followed, my endeavor to unite with this preeious pro- 
posal, was a in i.-tLi ktii tiling; but I believe not. 
Strikingly iti unisou with all this was the evangelical 
and practical sermon of S. Trcffry which followed, 
and ray fooling,-; in returning home and sitting down 
alone for a few minutes to seek a confirmation, were 
like a seal to all that I had heard in meeting. This 
morning I am far from rich or lively, but seem 
bound neither to doubt nor to complain ; but only 
and constantly to endeavor to submit every thought 
of my heart to my dear Saviour's will ; and thus, 
after many a tossing, I have been enabled to say, 
"I rest my soul ou Jesus, — 
This weary soul of mine." 

There may I ever be, Lord. 

5(A Mo. 13th. First-day evening. Oh that here 
1 might once more set up my Ebenozer, and say, 
"Hitherto Thou hast helped me, Lord." "My 
Father's arms, and not my own, were those that held 
me fast." Ah ! my own hold in the last fortnight 
has often relaxed, though many a heart- tendering 
evidence have I had that "Ho is faithful that hath 
promised." Yesterday morning when I awoke, dead 
as ever in myself, some sweet whisper of goodness at 



1849.] ELIZA SOUTHALL. 

hand saluted my ear, and, oh, it was but a sound of 
the abundance of heavenly rain that soon made my 
heart overflow. 

8(A Mo. itK Letter to 

* * * At our Monthly Meeting, only a few words 
from , advising young ones to be patient and sub- 
missive. And surely we may well be thankful to learn 
eo wholesome a lesson, seeing how many sorrows we 
have often brought upon ourselves by the contrary dis- 
position, and how faithful is the promise that "the 
meek He will guide in judgment and teach His way." 
How contemptible, lis well as sinful, that rebellious spirit 
sometimes appears (when we honestly weigh it) that 
wants to make in its own special favor exceptions to 
the wise management of our kind and gracious heavenly 
Father I Oh, why should wo prolong our woes by such 
perversity, when we feel at times as if it would be our 
highest joy to be what He would have us to be, and our 
very meat and drink to do Hie will I 

8th Mo. l&tk. This evening we had & precious 
meeting indeed. A solemn silence, in which much 
had been felt, was followed by a fervent prayer from 

. Truly my heart's response was, "Let thine 

own work praise thee." Do I write too much if I 
record the blessing of ability to crave for myself this 
evening an increased knowledge of and obedience to 
the Shepherd's voice, and that no 
may ever impose on me for this? 

13 
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9rt Mo. lilt. Letter to M. B. 

* * * I often wonder at the attractions so many 
find in merely following tho multitude in their recrea- 
tions. * * * Do we not sometimes find, if oar 
honest wish is to refresh ourselves for duty, and not to 
escape from it, that even our rest and recreation is 
owned by a lilessing to which one would not for all 
the world be strangers? How kind was He who had 
welcomed back his faithful twelve from their labors for 
others, when He said, " Come ye yourselves apart into a 
desert place, and rest a while ; for there were many com- 
ing and going, and tliov Iml no leisure so much as to 
eat." But even then they wirre to learn no selfish indo- 
lence, and rc«; was ouU-kly 'aid aside to share their 
morsels with thousands. If we were always His com- 
panions, did "all out hopes of happiness stay calmly 
at His side," how would oor sitting down to rest and 
rising up to toil bo alike blessed I And theD, when the 
scene is changed, and sorrow and care become our por- 
tion, the same who was our joy in prosperity will be 
our refuge in adversity; and "because thou bust made 
the Lord thy habitation, there shall no evil befall thee." 

I write my wishes for us both ; may it be thus with 
thee and me, and when it is well with thee, think of 
one who longs sometimes to know these things for her- 
self. But how well it is that our safety is in other 
hands than ours I how often, had it depended even on 
our continued desire fur !h;it which is good, had all been 
over with us I 

not thy own, 



1849.] 



147 



11th Mo. 4th. "Hunted with thoughts," as J. 
Crook so truly describes it, "up and down like a 
partridge on the mountains," often feeling in meet- 
ing as if nothing could be compared with the joy 
of resting in Jesus, a rest to which I am still much 
a stranger; no more able to command the mob of 
unquiet thoughts than to hush the winds. At other 
times, aa this evening in my chamber, a sort of 
strained anguish of soul, wherein my desire has been 
that my eyes might bo ever toward the Lord, that 
He, in His own time, may pluck my feet out of the 
net. The mental pain I have passed through makes 
some escape seem most desirable. If to lay down 
the body were all I needed U> escape, and I were fit 
for it, how willingly would I accept such an invita- 
tion ! But I dare not ask it, nor any other thing, 
hut only that He who alone can, may make mo in 
His own time what He would have me to be; and 
this evening I have been thinking that the painful 
feelings I suffered might be the means appointed for 
freeing me from the bondage of the worldly mind, 
and from those tormenting, hurrying thoughts. Oh, 
be it so; whether by means utterly incomprehensible 
to me, or not, he the needful work done. I trust the 
comprehension is not needed; and that the simplicity 
and submission which are neeiei taa."^ \s& igcwossfc. 
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ie; and that still [if] my enemies be expelled, as I 
hope they will he by "His own arm," (as dear J. T. 
saidj) their presence will not be laid to my charge. 
Alas, that I am so often guilty of dallying with, 
them! What wonder that the wilderness is so long 
and tortuous, when I reckon the molten calves, the 
murmnringB, the fleshly desires ? 

Is* Mo. VJth, 1850. Letter to M. B. 

* * * Canst thou feel any sympathy or compas- 
sion for one who pleads guilty to the folly of a flurried 
mind, "wasting its strength in strenuous idleness," and 
that, too, with open eyes, seeing its own weakness and 
despWng it? One of the worst things such a folly in- 
cludes is that it allows no leisure to the mind ; whereas, 
I believe well-ordered minds, however much care may 
be placed upon them, can throw this aside, when not 
necessarily engaged, and repose in the true dignity of 
self-command. This ia, I believe, some people's natural 
gift; but it surely ought, by supernatural means, to be 
within every one's reach if only the government were 
on the shoulders of the '" Prini'c nf Peace." Oh, how 
much that meansl What "'delectable mountains!" 
"What "green pastures!" Whut "still waters!" What 
"gardens enclosed !" What " south lands," and "spring! 
of water," are pictured in that beau-ideal "on earth as 
it is in heaven" ! Well my second page has spoken of a 
land very far off from the haunted region described in 
the first ; but to " turn over a new leaf is easier in a 
letter than in a life. Thy idea of the next ten years 
altering us less than the last will perhaps prove true; 
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but, oh, the painful doubts that force themselves on me, 
whether the present channel is sm'li that wo can peace- 
fully anticipate it only as deepening, and not as having 
an utter change of direction I How much harder to live 
in the world and not be of it than to forsake it altogether ! 
So la»y self says ; and, in turning from present duty, 
tries to justify itself by the excuse that it would will- 
ingly leave this world for another. 

2d Mo. 4th, First-day evening. Little as I have 
felt inclined to put pen to paper of late, I thought 
this evening that some small memento might be left, 
as it were, at this point of the valley, just to say, 
Here were the footsteps of a weary halting pilgrim at 
such a time — one that brought no store of food or 
raiment, no supply of wisdom or subtlety, no pro- 
vision for the way, nothing but wounds and weak- 
nesses, household images, secret sins ; hut by favor 
of unspeakable long-stiffcriiiLi, ci.mrimiiug untu this 
day — and, as she would lain hope, not deserted. A 
troop of thoughts dutli grievously overcome her, and 
faint is her hope that she shall overcome at the last; 
yet does she desire to set up the Ebenezer, if not of 
rejoicing, which as yet cannot be, yet of humble hope 
in a cloudy and dark day, that He who has said, 
"Light and gladness are sown for the upright in 
heart," will yet verify His promise in the day-spring 
of the light of His countenaouc, 'A sn.-^ \osassass. "^ 
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integrity remain within. Oil that He may keep, as 
the apple of His eye, that which a troop of robbers 
are watching to spoil, and may provide it with a. 
hiding-place in H13 pavilion of love! And for one 
tiling is my earnest wish directed to Him, that, unable 
as I am to direct my own steps aright, He would 
provide a leader for me, and a willing heart within 
me, and grant me enough of Hia guidance to keep 
me in the way, and enough of a willingness to walk 
therein and not stumble. 

3d Mo. 7th. Letter to M. B. 

* * * I know well that impatience will sometimes 
put on the pretence of something much better, and that 
we shall never run to good purpose unless we "run with 
patience." Unhappily, a alow gradual progress is Badly 
opposed to my inconstant nature, and after one of the 
many interruptions it meets with, how prone am I to 
wish for some flying leap to make up for the past! It 
seemB so hard a thing to get transformed, and therefore 
— strange inconsiiateLcy iiiiWd — imc wmild 1>« translated. 
But truly it might be said, "Ye know not what ye ask." 
* * * I have been interested with reading the early 
part of " No Cross, no Crown," anil especially the chap- 
ter on lawful self, where the receiving back again, as 
Abraham did Isaac, the lawful pleasures which had been 
resigned to the Divine will, is so nicely spoken of; and I 
do believe it explains the cause of half the gloom of 
would-be Christians. They do not quito refuse, nor 
quite resign their hearts, aud so tlwj ate Vent, not only 
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without true peace, but without the enjoyment of those 
earthly goods which have been called for, not to deprive 
their owners of them, hut to be restored in this life "an 
hundredfold." How is it to be wished that these half 
measures were abandoned, and that if we hare put our 
hand to the plough, we might not look back, as we so 
often have done, to the unfitting ourselves for that king- 
dom which is not only righteousness, but peace and joy. 
" That your joy may be full," is plainly the purpose of 
our Saviour towards His children ; and yet how many, 
as Macaulay gays, "have just enough religion to make 
them unhappy when they do wrong, and yet not enough 
to induce them to do right." 

5th Mo. 28tk. It is an unspeakable blessing to be 
permitted and enabled to pray. How can I be suffi- 
ciently thankful that it has been mine? Last night 
my heart was fervently engaged towards my God; 
and this evening, though, the sense of my utter des- 
titution and weakness was very painful, was it not a 
blessing if it led me to Him ? I have thought of the 
text, " In quietness and confidence shall he your 
strength." There is danger in fleshly confidence; 
yet there ia no strength, but a new danger in fleshly 
fear. Oh, I would be stripped of all fleshly dispo- 
sitions of whatever kind, or however specious ; they 
war against the soul ; but because mine enemy has 
not quite triumphed over me, may I not believe thai. 
Me favoreth me in whose Eotov \a \\S», ms& ^.w^ ^ 
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a faithful love? Oh for its perfect dominion in me! 
His will ia my sancti Station, my perfection. It ia 
His "good pleasure to give me the kingdom" — even 
to me. Amazing grace! What ill mo hut my greatest 
foe could hinder the full adoption of the prayer, 
"Thy will be done"? 

6th Mo. 3d. The little measure of faith I have is 
not worn out, but rather purified and strengthened; 
but, oh, when T think of the reality, the momentous 
import, of the change of nature from sin to holiness, 
which has to be effected, \vlnit a buptLsm may I not 
have yet to bo baptized with, and what perils to pass 
through ! Oh, if it might please my heavenly Father 
to shorten and hasten the process, and deliver me 
from earth and its dangers into a changeless state of 
safety and peace in His dear presence! But I do 
believe He would rather be glorified by living Chris- 
tians than by only dying penitents. A watchful, 
holy life is His delight. Oh that this high calling 
may not be slighted or cast away ! The near ap- 
proach of my birthday has led me to look back over 
the brief notes of twelve months. The interesting 
details we have received of tbo Yearly Meeting 
remind mo of what I felt at the conclusion of the 
last. The Lord has again been with the Church's 
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gathering, faithful as of old, and, where scita were 
vacant, hath filled His people with joy. 

6/A Mo. 5(h. I wish simply to record how last 
night, when in bed, I was favored with a calm, watch- 
ful frame, and lay enjoying the mental repose till 
long after my usual hour of sleep. This morning at 
breakfast-time it was renewed, with a sweet sense of 
the willingness of our heavenly Father to enahle His 
children to serve Him. He made them for that end : 
it is His will that they should do so. It cannot be 
that He will refuse them the indispensable assistance. 
How sweet was this feeling! but hurry, and too much 
care about little things, sadly dissipated me in the 
day. This evening I have had a gracious gift of 
some of those Sabbath feelings again, after reading 
the seventeenth chapter of Jeremiah. The verses 
referring to the Sabbat.h-day, and hearing no burden 
therein, were solemnly instructive. The utter in- 
ability of my natural heart to attain or retain such a 
state shows me the necessity of all being done for 
me through faith in Divine power, "1 
through faith in His name." Oh for watchfulness 
unto prayer continually, and that the cumber of 
earth may be cost away I "Take heed that your 
flight he not in the winter," has been my watchword, 
though how imperfectly obeje4\ wi \£, feioa^ 
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infinite mercy, the season be changing, if He who 
has faithfully kept me from utter death there- 
through is beginning to give me more of rest, oh, 
let me never forget the solemn addition, " neither on 
the Sabbath day." 

6(A Mo. 13lh. * * * I wish now to record 
the very solemn and encouraging visit of James 
Jones from America to our meeting this dny. How 
wondrously did he speak, of trials and afflictions, and 
the necessity of entire resignation through all I 
Though oceans of discouragement and mountains of 
difficulty loom up before thee, thou wilt he brought 
through the depths dry-shod, and be enabled to 
adopt the language, "What ailed thee, thou sea, 
that thou fleddest, and ye mountains, that ye skipped 
like rams?" Thou wilt be "led through green pas- 
tures, and beside still waters," speaking of the call 
to service in the Church, which he believed waa to 

life. I heard all; but such was my dejection that I 
seemed to rewire little, though 1 could not but feel 
the power. I seemed incapable of taking either 
hope or instruction to myself. J. J. left us after 
dinner, and, on taking leave, took my hand in a very 
solemn manner, and, aileT a few minutes' sileuce, 
saidj tenderly, but authoritatively, "If the mantle 
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falls on thee, wear it;" words which will long liv* 
in my heart. "Would that the power which sent 
them may fulfil them! None other can. 

7th Mo. ls(. Last week at Plymouth Quarterly 
Meeting. An interesting time. I trust that which 
silenced aud solemnized my spirit was someth: 
better than myself. What could I do but endeavor 
to lie down in pnssiveness under it, and crave that 
nothing might interfere to mar the work of the 
Locd F Much was said to encourage the hope that 
those who truly love tho Lord will at length be 
brought into more peace and liberty in Him ; that 
He will qualify them to fill just that plaee Ha de- 
signs for them in His house. Oh, how I long to 
become that, and that only, which pleases Him, that 
neither height nor depth might separate me from 
His love ! And when I think of the deceitfulnesa of 
my heart, the danger of being lifted up seems ho 
appalling that the former deliverance seems yet 
greater than the latter. 

7t/i Mo. 23d. I have beeu glad to he released 
from some of my charges and cares, as well as to 
share the loving interests of homo with all my dear 
Bisters, and trust it is not all laziness which makes 
me shrink from engaging in new though useful 
objecU. I seem to have much, neei ol u^v*!^ ■»»&. 
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have enjoyed many hours with dear V.'i 
children. Often, as now, I am very destitute, 
sometimes very sad ; but sometimes, though rarely, 
"all is peace." Long shall I remember a moonlight 
half-hour, on Sixth-day, in the fields and garden, 
where I sat down to enjoy the cool of the day, and 
for a time all sorrow was far away, and the very 
"Prince of Peace" did seem to reign. Then did I 
feel I had not followed "a cunningly- devised fable," 
and the precious words did comfort me, "If children, 
then heirs." Hut, oh, how otherwise I often am ! 
how utterly destitute ! This day we have had a 

sweet little visit from . His encouragement to 

the tribulated children saluted my best life, over- 
borne as it felt with the burden of unregenerate 
nature — ready to say, "Who shall deliver nie from 
the body of this death F" and, amid many a giving 
way to the worryings of earthly thoughts, struggling 
to say, "Lord, I believe : help thou mine unbelief," 
Often have I remembered dear Sarah Tuekett'a 
eneouraging words, "But through all, and under- 
neath all, will be the everlasting Amis." Amen, and 

8th Mo. itk. Still, still amen, says my poor weak 
spirit, in the remembrance of "goodness tried so 
long," of the faithful love of my heavenly Father, 
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which melted my spirit on the morning of Fifth-day 
week, with the blessed hope that I had not followed 
"a cunningly-devised fable" in seeking a nearer 
union with my Saviour. I little thought what was 
uwaiting lne that day— a very important proposal 

from , put into my hands by my father. After 

glancing at (he contents, I laid it aside, to seek for 
a little calmness before reading it, and needed all 
that morning's manna to strengthen my conviction, 
"Thou art my Father." Into Hti hands I have 
sought to commit myself and my all, trusting that a 
covenant with everlasting love will not be marred by 
aught beneath the skies. Some precious feelings 
have I since enjoyed; "And one of them shall not 
fall to the ground without your Father," "Ye are of 
more value than many sparrows," have been almost 
daily in my heart. On Sixth-day, after spending 
the afternoon in the country with a cheerful party, 
before going to bed, such a blessed sense of my 
heavenly Father's presence and loye was vouchsafed 
me, that every uneasy thought was swallowed up 
in the precious conviction, "I know in whom I 
have believed." This love did indeed appear the 
"pearl of great price," and all else as "dust in the 
balance." 

8(A Mo, BOrt. Last week I was. ow» « Vwva 






I 



158 BEIEF MEMOIR OP 

favored with a preciuus fueling of Divine lore. At 
one time my earnest sense of need and desire to seek 
Him to whom I could appeal amid many a recollec- 
tion of past trans i;ressioi)s, in (he words, "Thou 
knowcst that I love thee," was moat sweetly fol- 
lowed by the remembrance of the words, " 1 remem- 
ber thee, the kindness of thy youth, the love of thine 
espousals ; when thou wentest after me in the wil- 
derness, in a land that was not sown." At another 
time the precious promise, "Because thou hast, made 
the Lord thy habitation, there shall no evil befall 
thee," came livingly before me, and then 1 felt how 
far short of the terms I had fallen. Oh, how pre- 
ciously did I feel the worth of an atonement 1 how 
my Saviour's pardon did not only remove the bur- 
den of guilt, hut really reinstate me in the privileges 
which my backslidings had forfeited, so that the 
promise of safety was still mine ! * * * 

9tfi Mo. 20th. [Alluding to a visit from some 
friends.] How precious are these marks of our Fa- 
ther's love! His eye is surely on us, and His hand 
too, for good. May we never, may / never, do any 
thing to frustrate HW merciful designs! Very various 
has been my state — so dead and earthly, sometimes, 
that I may indeed feel that in me " dwelleth no 
good thing," but now and then so filled with desires 
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after God, that I feel assured that they come from 
Himself. 

dtk Mo. 2§l7i. This afternoon, in a lonely walk, 
my sorrow was stirred, and I hope I prayed for 
mercy; hut it has been hard to keep any hold of 
the anchor. But what ! shall I leave inj only Helper 
because of my evil case — my only Physician because 
of my desperate disease ? I can take comfort in the 
thought that He knows the worst, and that He has 
aworn eternal enmity to sin. Then, if He loves me, 
a sinner, He must he willing and ahle to save me ; 
and Jesus Christ is the inudialor between God and 
man, that lie may he the perfect divider between 
the sinner and his sin. Oh, what a work is this — 
which none hut Omnipotent grace can do ! Oh, be 
it done fur me. 

11th Mo. 20(A. Letter to M. B. [Alluding to 
her prospect of marriage.] 

* * * How does such an occasion teach one the 
weakness of human nature, and our utter dependence 
on our heavenly Father' a preserving care, who"knows 
our frame and remembers that we are but dust." And 
if we can in truth say, "If Thy presence go not with 
me, carry me not up hence," aud endeavor to decide in 
His fear, I hope we may trust, that if it bo not of Him, 
something will he provided for our rescue, and that if 
it be, He will remember His ancient promise, "My pre- 
sence shall go with thee, milniW gw»4is»t«*.V 
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1st Mo. -ilk, 1851. So very much has happened 
since I made my record here, that I scarcely know 
where to begin. Never did a year end thus with 
me. I had almost called it the most important of 
my life; and certainly it is BO as regards time, and 
also a very important one as regards eternity. Now 
I find my hopes', my in tor eats, my anticipations, my 
every feeling and affection, have a strong reference to 
another than myself — one whom I believe the 
Providence of a merciful, heavenly Father has led 
me to regard with esteem and love, as a sharer in the 
future portion of the path of life. 



ithe 

have 



Surely it has been a serious thing, much 
fallen short iu the duties of my present favored and 
sheltered lot, to consent to undertake responsibilities 
so weighty and untried ; and yet I have cause to 
hope in the mercy of Him who has helped me 
hitherto, whose covenant is an everlasting covenant, 
even a covenant of peace, that shall never be re- 
moved by any earthly change. Oh that it may never 
be forsaken by me! Oh that every breach maybe 
forgiven me ! Oh that the wisdom that is from 
above may be my safeguard and director! How has 
it comforted me, in thinking of leaving such dearly- 
loved ones behind, to feel that one Friend above 
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nil others, whose love has been the most precious 
joy of my life, will go with me, and be with me 
forever, and, I trust, bind in that bond of heavenly 
love, even more and more closely, the spirits He, I 
trust, has brought together, and make us 
other's joy in Him ! 

Now that wo are at home in the quiet round of 
duties and employments which have filled so many 
(outwardly at least) peaceful years, and that perhap3 
my continuance among them reekons but by months, 
oh for a truly obedient, affectionate, filial spirit, 
both to my heavenly Father and the precious guard- 
ians of my childhood ! I have strongly felt that my 
highest duty towards him with whom my future lot 
may be linked, as well as my own highest interest, 
ia to live in the love and fear of God. Many defi- 
ciencies I shall doubtless be conscious of! but if I 
may live, and we may he united in the love and fear 
of God, all, all will bo well. Oh, then, to be watch- 
ful and prayerful ! 

hi Mo. 25(A. Letter to M. B. 

* * * There is much, vary much, connected with 
any experience in these matters calculated to teach us 
that this is not our rest ; and often have I thought, i 
pondering the uncertain future, tiivA Vi\Aot'Cw*i 
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degree in which the hope of thiniri hnyond, steadfast 
and eternal, keeps its hold, I should be ready to sink; 
and then I think of kiud rich promises <>n -which I try 
to lay hold, "Thy shoes shall be iron and hrass," and 
"As thy day, so ahull thy «tren;lh he.*' And so, dear 
M., I trust it will be with u« all, if oar trust, be but 
rightly placed ; and in this I fear I have sometimes, per- 
haps efrer. been mistaken. 1 am sure it is well to hare 
this lifted ami searched into, and nono of the pains 
which must attend such a process are in vain. When 
we have learned more fully what and how frail we are, 
then we ran bettor appreciate the help that is offered, 
and tie 1 al.und.iiir blessing of peace when it does come. 
The depth of our own capacity for suffering is known to 
few of ue | and when we have made a little discovery of 
it, some short acquaintance with the dark cold caverns 
of hopeless woo into which it is possible to fall, even 
when all externally is bright and apparently prosperous, 
bow thankful then should we feel for the daylight of 

Perhaps 1 am using strong language. I would not use 
it to every one, but I think thou knowast that words are 
feeble rather than strong to express what may bo the 
real portion of one whom spectators look on as very 
happy i and I do feel sure that not a grief that ean befall 
us, even in this hidden world of ours, but mag be the 
stepping-stone to a joy with which also a stranger doth 
not intermeddle : ami bmv shall we sooner find it than 
by "casting all our care on Him who oareth for us"T 
"He knowel.h oar frame, and remembeieth that we avo 
dust, and is tuiii/lit'il willi » '■.■I'linij; ■_■ t" ■ -<\r iiiliniiilk-s." 
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3d Mo. 14(A.— Letter to M. B. 

.* * * I am abundantly convinced that if we can 
find the right place and keep it, and endeavor to fulfil 
its duties, whatever they may be, there is our safety, and 
there is our greatest peace ; and what a blessing to know 
in any degree where the knowledge and the power are 
both to be obtained ! * * * 

6(ft Mo. 21st. After a fortnight's visit to my dear 
aunts, I followed Louisa to Tottenham. Many an 
occasion of deep instruction was offered to us at the 
Yearly Meeting; and yet from all this what remains? 
A solemn inquiry for all ; and how much so for me, 
now that every principle of the heart and mind 
must prepare to encounter unwonted exercise and 
trial, now that I daily .need all that I can have in 
a peculiar manner, and now that the future, amid 
the hopeful calm which it sometimes assumes, will 
sometimes almost frown upon me with lowcrings of 
fear ? Fear it is, not of others, hut of myself, and 
fear of the ignorance or precipitancy of my yet but 
very partially regulated mind. Oh for that other 
fear which only " is a fountain of life, preserving 
from the snares of death !" Oh for that love which 
castcth out the slavish fear, and niakcth one with 
what it loves — first with that God from whom it 
comes, and then with those in whom it dwells ! 
Dwell, oh, that it may, in our two Viatte, testt 
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their first, their strongest, dearest bond, and dwell, 
too, in the hearts of those I leave behind, and cause 
that still and henceforth we may be "together though 

The responsibility of having so important an office 
to fulfil towards any fellow-being as that of sharing 
in, influencing, and being influenced by all his wishes, 
actions, and tendencies, lias felt very serious. * * 
* * Never before had 1 so strong a scubc of the 
identity of our highest duty towards ourselves and 
towards each other ; and that to lire, and to be as and 
what we ought, in the best sense, is the chief requisite 
for influencing one another for good. 

Qth Mo. 24rt. Though I have this morning been 
helped and comforted, I must confess much unsub- 
dued evil has niiniifV.sted itself even within these few 
days. The bitter waters within, the tendency to what 
is evil, the corrupt root, have sadly appeared. Oh, 
there is the one cause, not minding enough the good 
part which shall not be taken away, and so disquieted 
at the loss or disturbance of lower things. "How 
shall we escape if we net/led (not only reject) such 
great salvation?" 1 was made mercifully sensible, 
last night and this morning, that such is our Father's 
love, that His aim is chiefly to bestow, our duty to 
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receive, that He calls and invites; but it is not that 
we may work a performance of our own, but receive 
His own good things. Oh, the folly, the ingratitude, 
of being inattentive to such a blessing! Oh, the re- 
bellious pride of choosing our own self-will, and our 
own way, when the privilege may be ours of becoming 
the obedient and loving children of God — of receiv- 
ing from Him the willing and the obedient heart 
which we may offer up to Him again, and which He 
will accept I 

6(A Mo. 30*ft. Letter to M. B. [Alluding to 
various engagements.] 

* * * These "till the past, present, and future" 
of these last months at home with many and various 
occupations and meditations. It is a blessing not to be 
more disturbed within, if it be but a safe calmness. Oh, 
that is a large condition ; but how unsafe is all calmness 
resulting from shutting our eyes from the truth of our 
worst side ! Yet I think when we can really be glad at 
the thought that our worst side is seen and known, there 
is some hope of remedy and of peace, and (may I not 
say?] affiance with the Physician who has all powor aud 
skill. Then only can we welcome any thing, however 
trying, which we can believe comeB from Ilia hand, or 
may tend to make us any nearer the pattern we strive 
for, or any more likely to fulfil rightly the serious part 
we have to take in life. 

7th Mo. 16(7(. I hope I do sincereVj &«mx% \j 
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for strength to cast my many burdens on Him 
careth for me; and, oh, if I did but live in the spirit, 
and walk in the spirit, more faithfully, surely I should 
know more of what it is to "be careful for nothing/' 
but in every thing to make known my requests unto 
God. Quiet is most congenial. Oh that the few 
weeks remaining to me here, may all be given to Him 
who alone can bless ! But this desperate heart — 
might it not well be despaired of? T trust I have 
got to this point, "God be merciful to me a sinner." 
"Let me fall now into the hands of the Lord, for 
His mercies are great," and not into human hands, 
nay, not my own. I thought I saw some sweetness 
in the words, "By His stripes ye arc healed." 

7th Mo. 17th. Why do I not feel that nothing I 
can do is so important as what I am, and that things 
without had better be ever so much neglected, than 
things within set wroug for their sake ? 

7th Mo. 21st. Had very comfortable feelings 
yesterday iu meeting. Oh, it was joyful to believe 
that God was near to bless and to forgive. This 
evening, I have longed to commit my soul and its 
keeping into my Father's hands. Oh for a little 
more faith in His infinite, everlasting mercy! To 
oome even boldly to the throne of grace, is the high 
calling even of those most in need of meroy. 
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1th Mo. $8* Letter to C. B. C. 

* * * I hope that ao far I have been favored with 
a measure of real help and good hope, though often 
sensible of multiplied difficulties and dangers, amid the 
desire to maintain such a state of mind and feeling as .' 
ought. Perhaps the strong light in which I have oflei 
perceived how the best earthly hope may be blighted o 
blasted, even when all seems outwardly favorable, is i 
true blessing ; and would that it might lead me oftener 
where all our wants can be best and only supplied 1 I 
know that self is the foe to bo dreaded most, and that is 
bo ever near, sticks so close, that there can he no remedy 
effectual that is nut applied with the penetrating power 
and all-wise discretion which are no attributes of ours. 
And yet how often do we vainly try to help ourselves! 

Two days after this, she wrote to her friend 
M. B., and alluded very feelingly to the prospect 
of leaving her old home and its associations, 
Ever taking a humble view of herself and of 
her fitness for the duties she was expecting to 
, she writes of 



"feeling increasingly my deep unfitness and lack 
of qualification fur so very responsible an undertaking 
as sharing hi and influencing and being influenced 
by all that concerns another. May I be permitted 
the privilege of which thou hast spoken, that the 
Lord's presence may go with us, a.ui ^v»e >vs.t«»x 1 *s& 
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be to us a little sanctuary wheresoever we may come. 
Then all will be right. * * * So thou aee§t 
just where I am, — in need of faith and hope, and 
sometimes wanting all things, even amid circum- 
stances which I can find no fault with. Farewell, 
dear M. ; and if thou hearest that I get on well, or 
am in any way made happy or useful, one conclusion 
will be very safe, respecting thy unworthy friend, 
— that it is not in inn." 



= 



This closes a correspondence •which ap' 
to have been attended with ranch comfort 
profit to the two friends. 

8th Mo. 11th. The time flies, and then the place 
that has known me will know me no more, except 
as a. sojourner and pilgrim to my father's hearth; 
and yet I cannot realize it : could Ij how should I 
bear it? This day, much as before, weak in body, 
death-like in mind; but this evening had such a de- 
sire for retirement — so undesired before — and such 
precious feelings then. Oh, I couid go through much 
with this to sustain me, but I cannot command it for 
one instant; and, oh, how I felt that He alone can 
keep my soul alive, whose is every breath, natural and 
spiritual I Oh, what a joy to feel His Spirit near, 
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the thick, heavy wall of separation melted away. 
Would that the way could be kept thus clear to God 
— my life, my strength, my joy, my all ! 

Much that is very interesting lias passed, — chiefly 
a visit From T. E. and his wife, of Philadelphia. The 
day they left us, we sat in silence round the dinner- 
table, till he said that words seemed hardly needful 
to express the precious feeling of union that prevailed. 
* * * It was very sad tt> lose them; and yet I 
never felt before so strongly how the individual 
blessing to each soul is not a merely being present, 
and recognizing, and rejoicing in such times 
How the words of one that hath a heavenly spirit 
and a pleasant voice may he heard in vain 1 

8th Ma. 20fA. How can I describe these eventful 
days? One lesson may they teach me, that God is 
love, and that whatever good thing I am blessed with 
is not in me. He has been so kind, so gracious, and 
I bo very perverse, frequently so distrustful, so easily 
wounded; bnt He, as if He will not tale offence, 
again and again has pity on mo. How was I met 
and saluted with tho words, "By Myse7f have I 
siEorn," as part of some promise ! Then I felt and 
rejoiced in His faithfulness to a\\ va ma 



! 
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the universe that ia His. By Himself, then He will 
never fail; and I hope I shall he preserved by Him. 
Sift Mo. 21s/. I was so grievously stupid last 
week, so unable to realize any thing— feared when 
I should come to myself that it would be terrible; 
but no, it is not so r 1 have love for all, and I hope 
it will grow for all and take in all. It is not that 
one love swallows up another, as one sorrow does: 
yet I am very weak, and need daily help. Oh that 
it may not be withheld ! 

With this record her Journal concludes; and, 
in reflecting upon it as a whole, the reader can 
scarcely fail to observe the evidence it gives of 
progress in the Divine life, of growth, aa it 
were, from the blade to the full corn in the ear, 
now early ripened for the heavenly garner; 
and perhaps in nothing is this progress more 
discernible than in the manner in which 
through many fluctuations she was enabled to 
look away from the suggestions of unresting 
self, which were ao painful to her sensitive and 
conscientious spirit, and to stay her mind on 
her Saviour, entering into that rest which the 
apostle says is the portion of those who believe, 
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— "a rest which remaiueth for the people of 
God," and which they only realize in its fulness 
who have accepted Christ as all sufficient for 
every need of the soul, not only pardon of past 
sins, but also of daily recurring transgressions, 
and whose trials and provings of spirit have 
led to the blessed result of increased oneness 
with their heavenly Father. 

8th Mo. 27th. To her sister F. T. she writes, 
the day before her marriage, — 

" I am still a wonder to myself, — so thankful for dear 
mother's cheerfulness, and for the kindness and love of 
all around. I have taken leave of nearly all. Last 
evening we had a nice walk. Then for the first time I 
felt as if the claims of past, present, and future were 
perfectly and jn';u:cfully adjusted, to my great comfort." 

The walk to which this allusion refers is 
very fresh in the remembrance of her sister 
and of her (intended) husband, who accompanied 
her. Her manner was strikingly calm and 
affectionate; and as they returned home, after 
a pause in the conversation, she said, taking a 
hand of each, — 

" I have heard of some pc«$a -wVoa. "Oass-i ■fcx.i 









■ 



dying feeling no struggle uii going from DM worli 
the other; and I was thinking that I felt the 
between you. I don't know how it may be a,t 1 

Strangely impressive were these words at 
time; and when we remember that she never 
saw that sister again after the morrow, can we 
doubt that this preparation was permitted to 
soften the bitterness of the time, so near at 
hand, when this should have proved to be the 
final parting on earth? 

In looking back to this time, there is a sweet 
conviction of the peace which was then granted 
her, which did seem something like a foretaste 
of the joys of the better homo which was even 
then opening before her and upon which her 
pure spirit had so loved to dwell. 

She was married, at Liskcard, to William 
Southall, Jr., on the 28th of 8th month, 1851. 
She was anxious that the wedding-day should 
be cheerful ; and her own countenance wore a 
sweet expression of quiet satisfaction and seri- 
ousness; and the depth of feeling which pre- 
vailed in the whole party during that day 



I 



was 
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afterwards remembered with satisfaction, aa 
being in harmony with what followed. 

In a tenderly affectionate note, written from 
Teignraouth the same evening, she says, " I e 
look back without any other pang than the 
necessary one of having stretched, I must not 
say broken, our family bond;" and then i 
adds the sincere desire for herself and her hus- 
band, "Oh that we may be more humble and 
watchful than ever before, and that my daily 
care may be to remember those sweet lines 
which helped me ao this morning, — 



"When thou art nothing i: 
Then thou art close to m 



thy self, 



A fortnight spent among the lakes of West- 
moreland and Cumberland was a time of much 
happiness. It was her first introduction to 
mountain scenery ; and her letters to the 
circle she had just left, contain animated de- 
scriptions of the beauties around her. A few 
extracts from these, showing the healthy en- 
joyment she experienced, and the cheerful and 
comfortable state of her mind, particulars which 
acquire an interest from the, aolftxaa. eras 
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: 

Win- 



atances so soon to follow, may not be unauital 
inserted : — 

Bowness, 9th Month, 1st, 1851. 
Mv dear L.: — 

* * * We had a lovely ride and ferrying over Wi 
dermere to Coithouse meeting (in First-day. * * 
I am almost well, and aide to enter into these beauties. 
Will you be satisfied with seven sketches, such as they 
are, for this day? 

I thought, as we passed .1 loves 7 Nest, and read in the 
guide-book F. Hemans's description of her dwelling 
there for twelve months, and how many sad hearts, 
beside hers, had come thither for a refuge from sorrow, 
■what cause we had to be thankful for (so far) another 
lot ; and jet, dear L., with all I see around me, my 
heart is very often with you, and turns 

>Prom glassy lakes, and mountains grand, 
And green reposeful isles, 
To that one corner of the land 
Beyond the rest that smiles. 
Beyond the rest it smiles for me, 
Thither my thoughts will roam — 
The home beloved of infancy, 
My childhood'H precious homel 

Aii.l ve.r same" ■> ".■ ' ■-■ t with ;i n-pr hl'ul smile [hat. 

it looks on me. nor with a regretful heart that I think 
upon it. It is delightful to think of dear father and 
mother's coming !:• ltirwingham so soon, and of meeting 
It, this Jap fortnight. 
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To her Mother. 

Grashere, 3d of 9th Month, 1851. 
My bear Mother: — 

* # * -\y e have had a lovely day, and I scarcely 
know where or how to begin the tale of beauty, 
there be any shadow of truth in the notion that 
thing of beauty is a joy forever," we must have been 
laying in a store of delight which may cheer many a 
busy and many a lonely hour. Truly, as we have gazed 
upon the glorious mountains ; looked down from the 
summit of Silver How, on the green vale of Grasmere, 
and the far-off Windermere ; looked with almost awful 
feelings on the black shadowy rocks that encompass Eas- 
da!o Tarn, (all that yesterday, | and to-day, passed from 
waterfall to waterfall. tliruiij:lj the solemn and desolate 
Langdales, under the twin mountain Pikes, "throned 
among the hills," diced into the awful recess of Dun- 
geon Ghyll, where the rock, with scarcely a crack to 
part it, stands high on each side of the foaming torrent, 
which dashes perpendicularly down the gorge, then out 
upon the sunny vale, and home through the brotherhood 
of mountains to our quiet dwelling of <jra."more; surely 
all this, and much, much more, has made the days very 
precious for present enjoyment and for future recollec- 
tions. The moon is bright as ever I saw it, and wo have 
lately returned from the snn>"lti, still tliasmere, where 
there was hardly ripple enough to multiply its image; 
and where we could have sat for hours, nourishing the 
calm and solemn thoughts we had just brought from the 
quiet corner of the churchyard where we had sat by 
Wordsworth's grave. It was growing dark, bat we 
could just read on the plain slate head-stono the eol* 
inscription, "William Woiaawatfe." 



[1851. 



176 BRIEF MEMOIlt OP 

* * * But I cannot make you fully imagine these 
scenes, so varied, so picturesque. How little pleasure I 
had iu anticipating tin* journey, while those formidable 
things lay between I The thought of the mountains 
seemed not worth a straw, and now looking back to only 
this day week ia wonderful. Home still smiles upon 
mo like a lake that catches a sunbeam ; and sometimes 
I feel truly thankful that the way that I knew not has 
led me here. * * * 

The thougln of sennj; yim is bright indeed. 

Thy loving daughter, 

Eliza. 
To her Sister. 

Lodorb Inw, 5th of 9th Month, 185L 
My beloved M.:— 

* * * I am glad to say that we still have very fine 
weather. At Keswick wo were planning how we could 
see Frederick Myers, but that evening his widow was 
returning to the parsonage with her three fatherless 
children, and we could only look on the family vault in 
the lovely churchyard, the school-room, library, etc., 
and think of his anticipations, now no doubt so happily 
realized, of the '"well done,' which it will be heaven to 
bear." A fine black storm hung over Skiddaw and 
Saddleback, and sm:h :i rainbow spanni'i! it. The west- 
ern sky was full of the sunset, and the lake lay in lovely 
repose beneath. Of the clouds wo really cannot say 
more than that they are often very beautiful, and some- 
times dress up the mountains in grandeur not their own; 
but I have seen none that might not be Cornish clouds. 

I am quite well. * * * For my sake be cheerful 
and happy. 

Thy very loving sistor, 

H.6. 
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To her Father. 

Scale Hill Hotel, 8th of 9th Month, 1851. 
Mr beloved Father: — 

* * * On Seventh-day, after breakfast at Lodore, 
we set off for a treat indeed — -a canter up Borrowilale. 
The morning splendid. Keswick Luke sparkling behind 
us. The craga of Borrowdale in the blue misty sun- 
shine of morning overhung by not Imi beautiful shades. 
We were quite glad to get to this sort of mountain 
scenery again, which we had so enjoyed at Grasmere, 
and leave smooth, bare, pyramidal Skiddaw and its 
"ancient" fellows behind. We at last ascended the 
steep aigzag which begins Sty Head Pass, confirming 
our resolution now and then by admiring the plodding 
industry of our mountain horses. It was indeed plea- 
sant when the last gate was opened and we were safe 
within the wall of rough storms which headed the steep 
ascent, and we could wind more at leisure beside the 
foaming "beck" which runs out of Sty Head Tarn. 
This desolate mountain lake was soon reached, and the 
noble dark Seawfell Pikes — the highest mountain in 
England, (3166 feet) — were its majestic background. 
But that we had heen gradually iiuiri.ul to such scenes, 
this would indeed have been the most impressive we 
have behold. On we rode till deep shady Wastdah 
opened below us, and we found ourselves at the head 
of the Pass. * * * 

I have enjoyed this journey very much more than 
expected, and the weather, on tho whole, has been favor- 
able. * * * I think of you al! with double affec- 
tion, which accept very warmly from 

Thy affectionate daughter, 
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To her Sister. 

Pattirdsi.i 



Mr 



11th of 9th Month, 1851. 



I 



* * * This delightful morning, Ulleswuter, which 
wo admired as much, if not more than any hike which 
we have seen, waa of the brightest blue, and the valley 
behind us rich in loveliness, when we set off for Ilel- 
vellyn. The top is just five milea from the Inn. At 
last the pony was tied to a stake, and we wound up the 
Swirrel Edge. The recks ;ire silmust perpendicular, and 
strangely shivered, and we looked down on the Red 
Tarn sparkling in the sun with, as it were, thousands 
or stars. At last we reached the top, a bare smooth 
Bummit, whence the wide misty landscape stretehed all 
around us. Six lakes should have been visible; hut we 
were obliged to be content with the whole stretch of 
Ulleswater, eight miles behind us, Bussenthwaite to the 
north, and perhaps a bit of Keswick ; but I would not 
have missed the .yens) fur any reiiHonuljIc consideration. 
Scott, of course, stood on the top of the hill looking 
down on tho Tarn, with Striding Edge on his right. 
Alas I no "eagles" are ever "yelling" on the mountain, 
nor "brown mountain heather" is in sight — only com- 



On the top of Helvellyn she wrote tho folloir 
d a sketch-book : — 



How softly tho winds of the mountains are saying, 

" No chamber of death is Helvellyn's dark brow;" 

On tho "rough rocky edge" are the Heeey Hooka strayi; 

" Red Tarn" gleams bright with a thorn 
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The "huge nameless rook'' litis in ^loom in its shadow; 

It catches the sun, it has found it a name; 
And the mountain grass covers like the turf of tha 
meadow 

The arms of Helvellyu and Catehedecan. 

There is not on earth a dark city's enclosure, 

Or vast mountain waste, where the traveller may roam, 

That peace may not soothe with its balmy composure, 
And love may not bless with tin* joy of a homel 



To her sister. 



Ulverston, 15th of 9th 1 



, ISM. 



Mr 



M.: 



* if * Thy very welcome letter yesterday met me 
soon after returning from Swarthuiorc, where, of course, 
we had a very ilift'otvnt iinsi>mb]y fnmi yours. * * * 
It was very interesting, having been at Pardscy Crags 
last week, where the thousands had listened to George 
Fox's preaching, ink tn sec Swarthmore and remember 
how things used to be when he " left the north fresh 
and green;" but G. Fo« never saw the meeting-house. 
It was built, I believe, after his death, though the in- 
scription " Ex iio/io G. F," is over the porch. Ills black- 
oak chairs stand in the meeting-room, and his two bed- 
posts are at each side of the foot of the stairs. Swarth- 
more Hall is an ancient-looking. ni;<li farm-house, with 
stone window-frames, as we have seen it drawn. The 
Hall, where the meetings used to be held, looks very 
antique: black-oak panels remain in parts. Judge 
Fell's study '<* just in-od^, and lii-i dr.-k in the window, 
whence he could hear what passed, though he never went 
to the meetings. The house is in pad repair. It seems 
itrango to lay aside our dft'dj TOrnvraavyo-i, *8osi \Bas%»S». 
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the guide-book, and turn our bucks wholly on the moun- 
tain land, for the level and busy plains of England, with 
their "daily round and common task." But I know that 
the bright and beautiful mountain-scenes will often come 
again before the mental eye— " long- vanished" beauty 
that "refines and paints in brighter hues;" and I hope 
the pleasure will long ln> ^ra'.d'iiltv iiiurnibcred. 

The new home- was reached on the 16th, from 
whence she writes, — 



Edgbaston, 20th of 9th Month, 1851. 
Mr beloved L. t— 

* * * I do not like to end this eventful week 
without trying to send you a few lines. * * * Please 
tell mother, with my dear, dear love, how very acceptable 
her note was, and how much 1 hope that her kind good 
wishes may be realized, and how frequent a thought of 
pleasure it has been while we have been setting things 
in order, that before long I may enjoy to show our little 
territory to ber and father, — to have her kind advice and 
Opinion about my little household. * * * I yet feel 
as strongly as ever a daughter's love to the home of my 
childhood. When I think of you, I can fully share in 
the illusion thou spoke of, fancying that before long I 
shall be among you just as before. * * 



To her sister, F. Tregolles. 

Ysw-Twte Road, 9th Month, 1851. 
» * * I could not have thought I should have 
•> easy amongst ao many, lately, such strangers; but 
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every day I feel more strongly that on one nail "fast- 
ened in a sure place" many thing* may hang easily ; 
and truly all treat us with such kindness, tliat I should 
be ungrateful not to value highly my connection for its 
own sake, whilst that on which it hangs grows firmer 



The remembrance of the cheerfulness with 
which Eliza Southall entered into the duties 
and cares of her new position in her adopted 
home has afforded cause for much gratitude on 
the part of those dear relatives who welcomed 
her there. Newly made acquainted with 
of them, she won their lovo and esteem by her 
unaffected simplicity and the geniality of her 
sympathies; but, whilst she showed true con- 
jugal solicitude in her plans for domestic com- 
fort and social enjoyment, it was evidently her 
first desire to have her heart and her treasure 
in heaven. It was designed in the ordering of 
Divine providence that a cloud should very soon 
overshadow the bright promises of her arrival ; 
and the following account of the illness which 
so speedily terminated her life will, it is hoped, 
convey a correct impression of the peacefulnest 
of its close. It is compiled from tc&Riisras 






* 



. 
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made very soon after her decease, but is of 
necessity imperfect; the attention of those who 
contributed from memory portions of her con- 
versation being so much absorbed by their 
interest in the conflict between life and death, 
and by the overwhelming feelings of an hour 
of such moment to some of them. Whilst it is 
hoped that nothing inserted may appear to go 
beyond the simplicity of the truth, it may be 
added that it seems impossible to convey in 
words a Ml and faithful idea of the holy serenity 
of her last hours, which showed that the work 
of religion had not been in vain in her heart. 

With the exception of a slight cold, which 
soon left her, she appeared to be in her usual 
health and spirits. But it was so for only two 
weeks, and on Third-day, the 30th of 9th Month, 
on returning from a visit at Woodfield, she com- 
plained of not feeling well. The next day she 
was more poorly, and medical advice was ob- 
tained. The following morning she suffered 
much pain, but the remedies used soon relieved 
her; and, though she was not able to leave her 
bed, the symptoms did not continue such as to 
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excite much uneasiness. She enjoyed hearing 
another read, and not unfrequently Isaac Pen- 
nington's letters, or some other book, was in her 
own hand, and during occasional pain and un- 
easiness she would request to have some chapter 
in the Bible read, or a hymn of comfort. There 
was always an air of cheerful hops i n her chamber, 
and the affectionate greeting with which each 
relative who visited her was welcomed was 
very precious. Few words passed of a religious 
nature, or such as to induce the supposition 
that in four more days earth would be ex- 
changed for heaven, except one short remark 
to her husband in the evening: "I have been 
thinking of the text, 'Then whose shall these 
things be which thou hast provided?' they may 
not be mine much longer." This was touching 
to his feelings, but was viewed as her wonted 
cautious manner of speaking of temporal things. 
There was nothing further in her remarks 
which showed that she regarded her 
critical one. 

On Sixth and Seventh days she seemed 
decidedly better— entering into the varied. 



I 
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tereete around her. The evening of the latter 
day was particularly bright and cheering, when 
she conversed cheerfully with her husband and 
aiater and spoke of her plana for the future. 
She also listened with pleasure to some pieces 
of poetry which were read, and amongst them 
appeared to derive comfort from the hymn be- 
ginning,— 

"Nearer, my God, to Thee— 

Nearer to Thee 1 
E'en though it be » cross 

That raiaeth me; 
Still all my Bong would be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee — 

Nearer to Thee I" 

Early on First-day morning she seemed 
rather depressed, and requested her aiater to 
repeat the hymn, " 'Tis a point I long to know," 
[Olney Hymns.] In the course of the morning 
Bhe wrote a touching note to her beloved mo- 
ther : it was her last effort of the kind : — 



5th of 10th Month. 185L 

I have got permission to uao a pencil in thanking tl 
For thy lind sweet lines which this morning's 
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brought me. lam thankful for being so remembered 
by toy own precious mother now so far away. * * * 

It is a new experience to me to lie here so long ; but, 
now that 1 am much better, and what pain I have is 
transient and easy to be borne for the most part, it is my 
own fault if the days are profitless. I quite hope, by the 
time father comes, to be able to enjoy his visit — and so 
I uould now; but then it could only be in this chamber, 
already become quite familiar. * * * 

We are so thankful to bear of thy amendment to this 
hopeful stage ! I trust nothing will prevent thy being 
able to leave home with father ; and then how soon we 
shall rejoice to see thee here I 

Thy ever loving, and trying to be submissive, 

Eliza. 

Her medical attendant still took an encou- 
raging view of her case, and she was so nicely 
in the afternoon that her husband left her to 
go to meeting. The evening was passed plea- 
santly, and the family retired to rest as usual. 
She continued very comfortable till about mid- 
night, when a very sudden attack of violent 
pain came on, which continued without inter- 
mission for about three hours. 

Very affecting, during this time, were her 
earnest cries for patience and strength. "Oh 
that I had been more faithful ! It is because 
I have been so unfaithful!" Shft ■"»»& teoiffls&si 
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that these sufferings ought not to be regarded 
in the light of punishment, but that "whom 
the Lord loveth he chasteneth." Some texts 
were read at her request. " They are very nice," 
she said, "but I cannot receive them all now." 
Truly this was a time when all human help 
was felt to he unavailing, and when none hut 
the Ruler of the waves Himself could speak a 
calm; and, if we may judge from the subse- 
quent altered and tranquil expression of her 
countenance, her petitions were mercifully 
granted. "Do not cry, my dear," she said; 
and then, "Oh, how kind to speak cheerfully !" 
adding, "I hope this illness may be made a 
blessing to us all in time to come." When the 
doctor, who was hastily called, arrived, she 
said, "I hope I shall he able to bear the pain: 
I will try to bear it." Whilst in much suffer- 
ing, she requested to have the forty-sixth 
Psalm read, which had always been a peculiar 
favorite with her. On her mother S. entering 
the room, she greeted her with the words, 
"Dear mother!" saying, "What a comfort it is 
i have some one to call mother !" 
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The remedies resorted to, afforded temporary 
relief; and great was her thankfulness for the 
alleviation from what she described as anguish 
— anguish — anguish! But her strength was 
greatly prostrated, and for some hours she 
dozed — being only occasionally conscious. 
About nine or ten o'clock on the morning of 
Second-day, the pale and exhausted expression 
of her countenance convinced us that the time 
for letting go our hold of this very precious 
treasure was not far distant. Overwhelming 
as was this feeling, the belief that she was 
unconscious of her state added to our anxiety. 
We longed to be permitted an evidence from 
her own lips that she felt accepted through 
Christ her Saviour ; though her humble walk 
with God through life would have assured us, 
had there been no such expression. Our de- 
sires were, however, mercifully granted, to our 
humbling admiration of that grace which had 
made her what she was. 

About noon she roused a little, and, one of 
the medical men having stated that a few 
hours would probably produce a great change 
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for better or for worse, her beloved husband 
concluded it best to inform her that she was 
not likely to continue long amongst us. She 
replied, with striking earnestness, " What ! will 
it be heaven?" He asked if she could feel 
comfortable in the prospect, and she replied, 
"I must wait a while." A few minutes of 
solemn silence followed, in which it is impos- 
sible to convey in words the earnest prayerful 
expression of her countenance and uplifted 
eyes, when it seemed as if, regardless of any 
thing around her, she held immediate commu- 
nion with her God. She then said, "I feel a 
hope, but not assurance." Her husband said, 
"Trust in thy Saviour, my dear." "Yes," she 
replied. 

Soon after this, being asked if she would 
like her medical attendants to come into the 
room, she answered, "Oh, any one who wishes. 
I could speak to the queen." After acknow- 
ledging their kindness to her, she addressed 
them in an earnest manner on the importance 
of devoting all their talents to the glory of 
God, so that their chief aim in their profession 
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might bo to serve Him. She alluded to the 
insufficiency of human skill and the emptiness 
of earthly attainments at such a time as this ; 
adding, "But above all things serve the Lord." 
They were deeply impressed with her great 
calmness and resignation. 

She spoke to those around her in a striking 
manner on the unsatisfying nature of all things 
here. "Oh, they are nothing — less than no- 
thing and vanity — nothing to me now;" ear- 
nestly encouraging all to prepare for heaven — 
to serve the Lord ; quoting very fervently and 
beautifully our Saviour's words, "'I ascend 
unto my Father and your Father, unto my 
God and your God.' * * Upwards ! up- 
wards ! upwards ! — I hope we may all meet in 
glory." 

A short time afterwards, appearing a little 
discouraged, she asked, "Do you feel assured 
for me ? can you trust for me ?" And on being 
told that we felt no doubt, her diffident mind 
seemed comforted; "but," she added, "I want 
assurance : I hope ; but I don't feel sure — I do 
hope in Christ." The test was repeated. 
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" 'Lord, I believe: help thou mine unbelief. 1 
She was reminded that He died for all. 
rejoined, "Then for me ; but I have nothing of 
my own — not a thing to trust in, only in the 
mercy of God. I don't feel any burden of sin 
— only of neglect. I hope it i3 not a false 
peace. Do you think it is?" Her aunt re- 
peated, "'Though I walk through the valley 
of the Bhadow of death, I will fear no eviL' " 
-"Oh, precioual" she exclaimed: "though He 
hideth His face, yet will I trust in the Lord ; 
I will trust in the Lord, for He is faithful — 
faithful — faithful ! I have a humble trust, but 
no rapture. But I don't feel sure that I shall 
die now ; I cannot see how it may be." Again 
and again were her eyes turned to heaven in 
earnest prayer, "If I die, oh, receive me to 
Thyself." 

Throughout her illness a holy feeling of se- 
renity and love pervaded the sick-chamber: 
she affectionately acknowledged every little at- 
tention, and frequently expressed a fear of 
giving trouble, saying, one night, " What won't 
any one do for love ?" 
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No expression of regret escaped her lips at 
leaving her earthly prospects. Her posses- 
sions in this world were loosely held, and 
therefore easily relinquished for those enduring 
treasures which had long had the highest place 
in her heart. 

Her heart overflowed with love to all around 
her, saying, "All is love;" and many were the 
messages she sent to her absent relatives and 
friends. "Give my dear love to father and 
mother : tell them how glad I should have 
been to have seen them ; but how glad I am 
mother was not here ! I know she could not 
have borne it. Tell them how thankful I am 
they brought me up for heaven. Tell them, 
not raptures, but peace. Tell them not to 
grieve, not to grieve, not to grieve I Tell them 
how happy I have been here; that I wanted 
for nothing." To her sisters, "All love — no- 
thing but love;" adding that she might have 
had much more to Bay, had Bhe been able, 
"but I must not; I must be quiet." 

As the different members of her husband's 
family surrounded her bed, she addressed e 
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with a few appropriate words. Taking her 
mother S.'s hand, she said, "Thou hast been 
a kind mother to me : I can never repay thee, 
* * * " To her father S., who was absent, 
she sent her love. He, however, returned in 
time to see her. From his having left her so 
much better on Seventh-day, she feared he 
might be alarmed at the change, anxiously 
inquiring whether he was aware of it, and 
affectionately greeted him when he came, say- 
ing, "I am so glad to see thee!" To one she 

said, "Dear , seek the Lord; seek Him 

and serve Him with a perfect heart. 

'Why should we fear youth's draught of joy.' 
Tell her that verse from me. * * 
She inquired for J. H. ; and, on his coming into 
the room, being rather overcome with her ej 
ertions, she said, "I am too weak to speak now 
but, waving her hand, she pointed her fingi 
towards heaven with an almost angelic smile. 



. 






"Why should wo Tear youth'* draught of jo* 
If pure, would sparkle luif 
Why should the cup lis looner cloy 
Which God hath deign'd to bless 7" 
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■ After a short pause, she renewed her leave- 
taking, adding, at its close, "Farewell — my beat 
farewell ! now I have nothing more to say. 
Farewell I" And a little after, turning to her 
sister, " Now, my dear R., there seems nothing 
to say — nothing bat love — all love!" 

She then aslced for a few minutes alone with 
her dear husband, and took a calm and tender 
leave of him also. 

Difficulty of breathing now became very 
trying to her ; but again and again she tried 
to cheer us by the assurance that she had no 
pain — "only oppression: don't think it pain." 
The lines being repeated 



"Though painful at present, 

'Twill cease before long ; 

And then, oh, how pleasant 

The conqueror's song I" 



she responded with a sweet smile, and ex- 
claimed, " Oh, glorious !" She dwelt with com- 
fort on the text, " Whom the Lord loveth He 
chasteneth," and once, commencing to repeat it 
herself, asked her sister to finish it. 
M 
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No cloud now appeared to remain before 
her. "I don't see any thing in the way," she 
said. Her sister reminded her that the ever- 
lasting arms were underneath and above her, 
waiting to receive her. "Dear R.," she re- 
plied, "she can trust for me." * * She 
Bpoke at intervals until a few minutes before 
her departure, but not always intelligibly. On 
her dear husband's asking her if she felt peace- 
ful, she assented with a beaming smile, and 
soon after, resting in his arms, she ceased to 
breathe. 

She died on Second-day evening, the 6th of 
10th month, 1851. Thus, at the age of about 
twenty-eight years, and within six weeks after 
the happy consummation of a marriage union 
which promised much true enjoyment, was this 
precious plant suddenly removed, to bloom for- 
ever, as we humbly trust, through redeeming 
love and mercy, in a celestial paradise. The 
funeral took place at Friends' burial-ground 
at Birmingham, on the following First-day; 
being only three weeks from the time she had 
first attended that Meeting as a bride. It 
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a deeply solemn time; but, amidst their grief, 
the hearts of many responded to the words ex- 
pressed at the grave-side : " Now, unto Him who 
hath loved her, and washed her from her sins 
in His own blood, unto Him be glory and do- 
minion, for ever and ever, Amen." 



THE END. 
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